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Peek through gradient-tinted shades of 


cool blue or soft amber—the newest in per- 
sonalized accessories from Leasure Time 
Products. Our contemporary frameless 
sunglasses will get your message up front 
where it can’t be missed. Using a unique 
process, we will engrave the high-impact 
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eak Your Mind. 
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plastic lens with ANY message up to ten 
characters. How about your phone number. 
your measurements, your nickname or your 
favorite magazine or car? 

Speak your mind and shade your eyes 


from sun and snow with personalized 
sunglasses from Leasure Time Products. 


Order now by using the coupon on page 126 of this magazine. 
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“"Lhe better to please you with, my dear.” 


“You're not Grandma!” exclaimed Red. “You're a big, bad wolf that’s gonna eat me.” 
“Not this time, Red. Tonight's main course is a Love Kit from LEASURE TIME.” 

These three Love Kits contain an array of quality-crafted sex aids designed to leave any story with a happy ending. Each of our kits 
includes a 7” cordless vibrator and 6” french tickler sleeve, which, when used together, will tickle her pink. In addition, each kit features a 
unique 8” vibrator extension, individually styled to fulfill all your sexual needs. 

So sink your teeth into the Midnight Special (#1828), Anal Intruder (#1829) or Sensual Encounter (#1830) —batteries included. 


#1828 i #1829— | EXPRESS CHARGE CARD ORDERING .. . 24-hour toll-free service 
~~ Order now by calling 1-800-848-9107. (In Ohio, call: 1-800-282-9216.) 


LEASURE TIME PRODUCTS Please Print HU1078S 
P.O. Box 2206 @ Columbus, Ohio 43216 


Please send: wane 


____ #1828 @ $19.95 Address 
_ #1829 @ $19.95 ee —— 
City, State, Z 
#1830 @ $19.95 babar isan 


Enclosed is my ~ check — money order (cash not accepted). 
or charge to my — VISA” MC 


79 ee mw 
—— 


Ohio residents, add 4% sales tax 


. Interbank No. Exp. Date 
Postage, handling and insurance 7 


TOTAL 


Signature, Date 

| am of legal age and! understand that if my merchandise is defective due to craftsmanship and returned within 10 
days it will be repiaced free ol charge, otherwise all sales are final. 

Money order and credit card purchases will be shipped in 5 working days or less. All orders are discreetly 
packaged. Delivered promptly by private carrier. (Add $5 for foreign orders.) Quantity orders invited. 
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Watch your mouth. 


LEASURE TIME knows that tim- 
ing is very important in getting your 
message across. So we designed a 
unique digital watch and pendant. 

Our LED digital watch tells more 
than just the time, date, month and 
day of the week. We’ve personalized 
its four functions by adding a fifth— 
the intimate message. 


EXPRESS CHARGE CARD ORDERING 
Order now by calling 1-800-848-9107. (In Ohio, call 


And you can complement your 
digital watch with a unisex pendant. 
Though it’s not a timepiece, the 
specially styled pendant says just 
what’s on your mind. When you’re 
having trouble expressing yourself, 
do it with a digital watch and pen- 
dani—the elegant jewelry that puts 
words in your mouth. 


24-hour toll-free service. 
1-800-282- 


Please send 
Men's watch with leather band 
available only with "LET'S FUCK 
silver (#3322) ___ gold (# 3323) 
metal band(s) #3324 @ $5 extra 
Women’s watch with leather band @ $59.95 
silver (#3325) goid (#3326) 
metal band(s) #3327 @ $5 extra 
__ “| LOVE YOU" ____ "YOUR PLACE OR MINE 
Unisex pendant @ $49.95 
gold (#3643) silver (#3646) 
‘| LOVE YOU' LET'S FUCK 


2 $59.95 


Subtotal $ 
Ohio residents, add 4 
Postage 


sales tax 
handling and insurance 1.5¢ 


TOTAL $ 


plete etal elle atte tate 


LEASURE TIME PRODUCTS @® P.O. Box 16508 ® Columbus, Ohio 43216 


Please Print HU1078R 


Name 
Address at, aan 
City, State, Zip 


Enclosed is my check money order (cash not 
accepted), or’charge to my |! VISA CL! MC 


Mater Gerben) 
oon a ORE ee 


7 year 


Signature, Date 
—_—_oO_Oo_~~~»_—»_—»—————e——eeeeaem>> 
GUARANTEE 
These solid-state timepieces carry a manufac 
turer's guarantee against defects in materials or crafts- 
manship for one year from date of purchase 


LER 


FOR THE WHOLE WORLD 


LARRY C. FLYNT 
Publisher & Chairman of the Board 
ALTHEA FLYNT 
President 
JEAN-LOUIS GINIBRE 
Associote Publisher & Create Director 
BRUCE DAVID 
Editorial Director 
JEFFREY DUGARD INN NIGHTBYRD 
Executive it 
FRANK DellA 
Photo Ed 
EDITORIAL 
ZBIGNIEW KINDELA 
N. MORGEN HAGEN 
"MICHAEL STOTT Ass 
~ LEE QUARNSTROM 5 
SUSAN TINSLEY Humor e Curios 
Vicki scom 
RICK | OSTRANDER Produ 
_ JONATHAN | KING - Associate ¢ 
~ JOHN FERGUSON Research Assistant 
MARY BENSON Editonal Ass 
RASMA J. PARSCH 
ART 
BRUCE KENNEDY Assooote Art Derector: 
TOM MARTIN 
PATT FRANKENFIELD Assistant Ait Director 
OLIVER PATRICH 
DAVID SANDERS Ant Assistant 


MARY DAVIS HUNT 


BARRY ARMITAGE Phototypesetters 


CANDICE CRUICKSHANK 
PHOTOGRAPHY 


Assistant Photo Edito 


Typographer 


ROB DeMARCO 


JAY RAMOS Tolen! Coordinator 
JAMES BAES Contributing Photographers 
MATTI KLATT 


CLIVE McLEAN 
SUZE RANDALL 


PATRICIA FERRY 
GARY W. ZINN Phot 
GLEN ROUNDS 


GREGORY DOUGLAS 
BOBBY KIRDSOMBOON 


‘© Studio Monager 


Stucho F 


Phot ma 


wo 


PRODUCTION 


AL FAER 
TOM LoVENTURE 
CINDI PRICE 


HARVEY SHAPIRO 
DIANNE MANDELL 
BOB SPERLING 
GEORGE POWLOFF 
JIM KOHLS 
JOANN FAIRCHILD 


1, Advert 
1d Promotion 


West Coost Advertis Monoger 


) Director 


Citculat: 
and Trade Relohons 


Public 


shed monthly by HUSTLER MAGAZINE, 
* Colymbus, Ohio 43215. Editorial offices 
ity Pork East, Suite 3800. Los Ange asa 

© 1978 by HUSTLER MAGAZINE, INC. Ret 
ompany oll manuscripts. drowings, photographs. etc 
ore t be returned, and no bility con be ossumed for 
1All_ nig! ent to HUSTLER will be 
cation and copynght pur 
to edit ond to ¢ 


ed mote 


and os yec! to HUSTLER « 


imment 


edite nally. All aghts reserved on ent 
reproduced in whole or 
Bublester Any sitlority betw 


magazine ond 


jhotos have b 


noted. Newher sad photos, nor the words describing them meont 
fo depxt the models actual conduct. statements of personalities 
HUSTLER OCTOBER 1978 VOL. 5 NO 4 
U.S. ‘subscriphonm $22 for one yeor Foreign $28 
Direct Ay taanertialy cotveknordene “eK HUSTLER Mogazine 
40 West Gay Street, Colurntys, Ono 43215 
Seton postage px x lumbus. OF 30d of 
adit mailing offices Pontedin USA 


to 


PUBLISHER'S STATEMENT 


- Glad to Be Back! 


rom the beginning HUSTLER 
EF: meant to be your maga- 
zine —created by the reader for 
the reader. For the most part I think 
we have succeeded in this goal; I 
believe that all of you out there who 
supported us and stuck by us 
through all the controversy and 
hardship of our development have 
made HUSTLER the success it is. 
Any doubts I might have had 
about this were more than dispelled 
by the overwhelmingly generous 
outpouring of letters I received 
while recuperating from the almost- 
fatal shots fired at me last March. 
Because of these letters, I realized 
(more than ever before) that you, the 
readers, have shared the battles with 
me—enjoying the same victories and 
suffering the same defeats. In that 
sense it wasn’t just me who was 
gunned down on the streets of Law- 
renceville, Georgia; it was every 
American who holds dear the values 
that have made this country great. 
I feel no regrets about my fight for 
free expression. Even though I have 
been crippled, I am not intimidated 


by the people who shot me, nor will 
I be intimidated by standing trial in 
Georgia again. I will continue to 
fight for what I believe in, even if I 
have to stop another assassin’s bullet 
as a result. 

I don’t know who shot me and I 
don’t want to know. The important 
thing is the knowledge that a par- 
ticular element living in America 
feels so threatened by our ideas that 
they will subvert justice and one of 
God’s commandments (“Thou shalt 
not kill”) to stop us. 

These people are the real victims 
of society. They have been vic- 
timized by sexual, religious and 
political repression; by the lack of 
love inherent in sexual repression; 
by the fear of honesty intrinsic to 
organized religion in order to main- 
tain its control; and by the 
hypocrisy of politicians who are not 
only lying to the American tax- 
payers but also lining their own 
pockets with our hard-earned 
money. 

This is HUSTLER’s message. It is 
not a very different message from 


the one we started with; it is only 
more mature and more responsive to 
the needs of the people. HUSTLER 
will remain essentially what it has 
always been. The only difference is 
that I have a new set of values for 
myself, among them the desire to 
help eliminate discrimination 
against women. 

HUSTLER will continue to be 
honest, sexually candid, outrageous 
and iconoclastic. We will continue to 
explore social and sexual taboos in 
the belief that an ongoing dialogue 
is the best hope for solving the prob- 
lems that afflict our society. And it is 
you, our readers, who will still dic- 
tate our direction. 

No single personality or ideology 
formed HUSTLER. It is a magazine 
for the average American, and it’s 
put out by average citizens like you 
and me. I’m glad to be back. 


(3H yl 


Publisher & 
Chairman of the Board 


HUSTLER OCTOBER 


EYOUR 


= 4 
: \ 
| F Pe if ‘ ; 
3 -~ —— ' 
‘ . ; 
e . : 
} ‘. 
if ) 
‘ mS ae 
é . ~ 2” 
mi 4 / 


e- 


EXPRESS CHARGE CARD ORDERING 24-hour toll-free service. Order by calling 1-800-848-9107. 
(In Ohio, call: 1-800-282-9216.) VISA and Master Charge only 


ke 


LEASURE TIME PRODUCTS @ P.O. Box 16508 @ Columbus, Ohio 43216 


Please Print HU1078M 


a Please send me __ Explorer(s) 
Name #0585 @ $24.95, postpaid. 


Address Subtotal $. 
City, State, Zip 

Enclosed is my 0 check O money order (cash not accepted) 
or charge to my 0 VISAD MC 


freredicinerkai a 
Interbank No | Exp. Date ~ | Signature, Date 


mo year 


! 
i 
1 
' 
J 
1 
1 
i 
i 
i 
Ohio residents, add 4% sales tax —— 
TOTAL $ . 
' 

! 

' 

! 

1 

1 

i 

1 

i] 

i 


1am of legal age and | understand that if my merchandise is defective due to craftsmanship and returned within 10 days it will 
be replaced free ol charge, otherwise, all sales are final. All orders are discreetly packaged and promptly delivered. (Foreign 
orders: Use International Money Order or check in U.S. dollars; add $5.00.) Prices guaranteed for 60 days only. Quantity 
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The Explorer is a 
uniqfie, quiet massager 
that will help you and 
your partner explore 
and extend sexual fan- 
tasy. It surpasses all 
other vibrators in tests 
for. durability, per- 
forthance and ability to 
aid in achieving in- 
tense mutual climaxes. 
, This easy-to-handle 
vibrator has an ad- 


_justable speed control 


that provides a variety 
of .sexual sensations. 
Equipped with five 
interchangeable attach- 
ments, the Explorer has 
been carefully designed 
to. stinrulate and mas- 
sage any part of the 


| tbody. . 
> Order the Explorer® 
‘now, and discover how 


stimulating sex aids 


PRODUCTS can be. 
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‘from LEASUREXTIME ». 


ne of the biggest cover-ups of 
recent times, a cover-up that 
continues on official levels 
to this day, is the web of lies 
and half-truths surrounding THE 
ASSASSINATION OF PRESIDENT JOHN 
F. KENNEDY. In this issue former New 
York State Assemblyman MARK LANE 
presents the results of months of new 
research into the murder of JFK. With 
his book Rush to Judgment, Lane was the 
first major critic of the Warren Commis- 
sion Report, and is now the nation’s 
leading expert on political assassina- 
tions. His recent work as head of a 
research team, directed by Larry Flynt, 
reveals startling new evidence that Lee 
Harvey Oswald was a CIA operative. 
This incisive article begins an ongoing 
series of investigative reports concern- 
ing recent political assassinations in the United States. 

In a related photo-feature, we at HUSTLER ask if Lady 
Justice can survive.the brutal attack of sadistic, leather-clad 
Count Repression. Photographer JAMES BAES was on hand 
to document the action in RAPE OF JUSTICE. Justice is 
always the victim when assassins attempt to subvert 
democracy by imposing a majority of one. Such violence can 
only be bred in a sexually repressed society. 

Psychologists EBERHARD and PHYLLIS KRONHAUSEN 
are back in the October HUSTLER with proof that children 
have erotic imaginations and that sexual repression begins 
early in life. The Kronhausens were among the founders of 
the San Francisco Museum of Erotic Art and have published 
many books on sex and erotic art. Their piece on EROTIC 
ART BY CHILDREN is not, however, child’s play. 

Author and sports fan ED KIERSH thinks the major televi- 
sion networks are trying to pull the wool over our eyes with 
regard to the seamy world of professional boxing. Kiersh, 


P. Boas 


Mark Lane 


Eberhard and Phyllis Kronhausen 


who has written for the Village Voice, 
Black Sports Magazine and Crawdaddy, 
says in TELEVISIONIZATION OF BOX- 
ING that the TV networks are leading 
the fighters and fans around by the nose. 
Frequent HUSTLER contributor OVER- 
TON LOYD did the artwork. 

Americans are starting to say “get off 
our backs” to the bureaucrats who have 
been duping us into paying for their tax- 
supported boondoggles and rip-offs 
while the fat cats have been sitting pret- 
ty —paying nothing at all. HUSTLER is 
sick and tired of the situation, and in 
this issue HUSTLER Articles Editor 
ZBIGNIEW KINDELA provides an in- 
depth look at TAX REBELS, who refuse 
to give their pound of flesh to the Inter- 
nal Revenue Service. Before coming to 
HUSTLER, Kindela, an experienced 
reporter and writer, taught English at the University of 
Akron. The accompanying art is by BOB GLEASON. 

What was life like on the Left Bank in Paris in the 50s? 
HAROLD NORSE ought to know. The author of PARISIAN 
NIGHTS was in the thick of things in the heyday of Beat 
bohemianism in France. He spent 15 years in Europe and 
North Africa, and has written 10 books. He has also received 
a creative writing fellowship from the National Endowment 
for the Arts. Norse’s story is illustrated by another frequent 
HUSTLER contributor, ALEX EBEL. 

P. BOAS spent two years in Micronesia, and his observa- 
tions of a SOUTH SEAS SEX RITUAL are detailed in this 
month’s SEX PLAY. Boas has worked on his doctoral degree 
in anthropology and has a keen eye for the kinky. Some of 
the sexual practices Boas found among the Micronesians are 
so bizarre you'll never read about them in a travel brochure. 

HUSTLER has concocted an Oktoberfest brew; turn the 
pages, and you'll discover this issue has a great head qs 


Zbigniew Kindela 
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Pit-Stop Memories: When my wife, 
Louise, and I saw your soda-fountain pic- 
torial (Parlor Games) in the August 
HUSTLER, we got the shock of our lives. 
You see, those pictures came close to 
illustrating the first time Louise and I met. 
It was at a truck stop in the middle of New 
Mexico. I'd just got out of the Marines, and 
my car broke down in front of a gas station 
in the middle of nowhere. While waiting for 
the car to be fixed, I spent the afternoon in 
the arms of a very groovy waitress in an 
otherwise empty cafe. We fucked in the back 
room, on the countertop, and even under the 
counter when we were nearly surprised by a 
would-be customer. He looked around, and 
then split when he thought the place was 
empty! | married that waitress a month 
later, and we're still married after 30 years. 
We're going to cut those photos out of 
HUSTLER and paste them in our scrapbook. 
Thanks for bringing it all back for us. —TED 
DONOVAN, Clovis, New Mexico. 


Cheap Tricks: Why are you assholes using 
cheap tricks to get more readers? The front 
cover of your August issue is very deceiving. 
It said, “The President's Sister Shows Pink.” 
Well, the President’s sister didn’t show shit! 
What that silly drawing inside told me was 
“Boy, you sure fell for this one, didn’t you?” 

Well, looky here, | don’t need this crap! | 
think that instead of snaring new readers, 
you just pissed off the old ones like me, who 
have been reading your mag since day one. 
If I wanted a fuckjob like this, then I'd read 
the National Enquirer or TV and Movie Screen, 
not HUSTLER. The guy who thought this 
trick up must be a real horse’s ass! As far as 
I’m concerned, if this kind of shit keeps up, 
I’m gone. And then you can jerk off some- 
body else. —FREDDIE SCHWARTZZ, Ken- 
newick, Washington. 


Up Yours! Leave out the men! I'm tired of 
buying your magazine expecting to see pink 
and being disappointed by seeing some 
guy's hairy cock in the way. If you had to 
pay two models for your house painters 
spread, Stirring /t Up (August), why couldn't 
you use two gals? —NAME WITHHELD BY 
REQUEST, Portland, Oregon. 


Your July issue appealed to me because it 
showed the male body as something beau- 
tiful to behold. I couldn’t believe the com- 
plete spread-ass shot of the man in your life- 
size centerfold section |Seat of Passion). I've 
never seen this in a major publication 
before. 

Please photograph beautiful black men 
this way. They're so godlike, whether hairy- 
assed or smooth-bunned. 

Let's face it, what man doesn’t like the 
idea of being bent over on hands and knees 
while a sweet little thing gazes to her heart's 
delight right up into heaven and then licks 


and eats her heart out?—LADY BLACK- 
HOLE WATCHER, Detroit, Michigan. 


Getting Billy’s Goat: | sure hope Billy 
Carter reads your August issue, especially 
the Asshole of the Month. With HUSTLER’s 
clout, maybe that no-good, rotten son of a 
bitch will get the point. I’m 100-percent 
behind Larry Flynt and HUSTLER, and | 
think it’s about time you got around to giv- 
ing that hayseed Billy Carter a swift kick in 
the ass. One of these days someone, maybe 
me, will shove an empty beer can up Billy's 
ass!—W.S.B., Montoursville, Pennsylvania. 


Childbirth: Bill Nirenberg’s article Natural 
Childbirth (August) blames the natural- 
childbirth people for a lot of the misinforma- 
tion on the subject and lauds the doctors for 
their skill. What he doesn’t realize is that the 
Lamaze teachers survive on medical refer- 
rals. If the teachers really told it like it is, 
their economic milk would dry up. All they 
can do is operate in a system run by the 
medical profession for the medical profes- 
sion, not for the citizen. 

The author is also uninformed when he 
talks about choosing a physician who really 
believes in natural childbirth. Hospitals 
using fetal monitors without telling parents 
of their effect on the infant or on the process 
of labor itself create the problems they seek 
to cure. It's amazing that doctors and 
hospitals use techniques that ruin the 
childbirth process and nearly kill the baby, 
and end up being praised for their compe- 
tency and paid for their services. 

Your readers should read Suzanne Arms’s 
book /mmaculate Deception and Marion 
Sousa’s Childbirth at Home. As a psychother- 
apist, I find it clear that the family’s attitude 
toward a child begins during that initial con- 
tact. Defects caused by many common 
hospital practices cost parents and children 
untold pain. —DONNA G. FOREMAN, 
Marina, California. 


Born Again: After reading your July 
issue, I must say you're not the same 
magazine you once were. HUSTLER has 
definitely changed. You have taken a very 
highly regarded possession (your perverted- 
ness) and thrown it away, or rather, traded it 
for something cheap: the new born-again 
HUSTLER, 

The very reason I bought your magazine 
to begin with was the twisted and perverted 
atmosphere you created in your pages. | 
didn’t buy it for the cunt, because I’m a 
homosexual. Still, | really enjoyed your 
magazine, until July. 

I respect your stand in today’s rigid 
society, and I realize most Americans need 
sex education. But you no longer turn me 
on. However, I'm sure a Jot of folks will get 
some good from your changed format. 

Thanks for the old issues I’ve collected, 
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and good luck in your efforts. —-NAME AND 
ADDRESS WITHHELD BY REQUEST. 


Naked Facts: I think the “Humanist 
Perspective” of the Declaration of Sexual 
Rights and Responsibilities (July) is long-over- 
due, as are the other perspectives presented 
therein. Nudists have been working out their 
problems since the inception of the move- 
ment, but many taboos still remain to be 
broken down or settled in nudist parks and 
clubs. 

The simplest and most human. func- 
tions—namely touching, embracing and 
sex —are suppressed in social nudism today, 
despite the fact that swingers have lowered 
many sexual barriers. | hope that in the 
future nudism’s laws will allow more 
freedom to its members; and maybe then 
John and Jane Q. Public will be ready to 
accept nudism on a massive scale, with the 
assurance that sexual freedom prevails in a 
naked and free society.—STEVE LEACH, 
Fairmount, Indiana. 


I picked up the July HUSTLER today and 
sat down and read a lot of it, something I'd 
rarely done before with HUSTLER. I noticed 
you'd changed more than I expected, and all 
of it for the better. I used to be ashamed to 
admit buying it. 

You still have excellent humor, erotic and 
informative stories and columns, and ex- 
plicit pictures, but the change I noticed was 
that somehow HUSTLER is now suffused 
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with a feeling of respectability. | particularly 
enjoyed the pictures accompanying Dr. 
Lester Kirkendall’s Declaration of Sexual 
Rights and Responsibilities. The article and 
the snapshots of nudists seemed to express 
my own ideals: total freedom to enjoy life in 
all its peaceful aspects. —KIRBY G. MILLER, 
Hinsdale, Illinois. 


We would like to apologize for not giving credit 
where it was due with respect to the snapshots 
mentioned above. These fine pictures are the 
property of Sensate Media Service; several of them 
were taken by Ed Lange, Sensate Media's execu- 
tive officer. For information about Sensate Media 
write the service at 5436 Fernwood Avenue, Los 
Angeles, California 90027. 


Drug Abuse: I got a good laugh from 
Chester in your July issue, but I have some 
questions about the drug-abuse insert. First 
of all, did those figures include alcohol cases? 
If alcohol isn’t a drug, then marijuana sure 
as hell isn’t. 

I was a teenage drug abuser not long ago, 
and I remember how I felt at the time. I had 
to take all of this shit occurring every day 
stone-sober, while the adults who caused it 
“unwound” every evening with their happy 
hours and martinis. Fuck no! I said, and 
located my first pot dealer. In the long run I 
am glad that you older folks made it very 
hard for me to get liquor, or else I might 
have grown up to be a “respectable” 
alcoholic, denouncing those evil marijuana- 
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smoking brats. When I finally tried alcohol, 
I got sick enough times to realize that mari- 
juana was easier on my body. Still, grass is 
illegal, so it isn’t respectable, which is why a 
large majority of Americans still wake up 
with hangovers and accumulated brain and 
liver damage. 

In my eyes, because I've been there, drug 
abuse is constant consumption of any drug, 
legal or illicit, if it interferes with a person’s 
day-to-day functioning, as well as with his 
future health. The man who has a Bloody 
Mary with breakfast, a martini for lunch and 
several drinks through the evening on a fair- 
ly regular basis is just as guilty of drug abuse’ 
as any pothead. Drug use is not a bad thing if 
you control it and don’t let it run you. One 
of my best friends once said, “Stay high, but 
keep your priorities straight.” Now I know 
just what he meant.—WARREN MAN- 
ZANERA, Phoenix, Arizona. 


Babes in Arms: Though | didn’t like the 
title, I enjoyed reading “Kiddy Kicks” in 
your July Feedback. I am all for accepfing, 
permitting and encouraginga child’s sexuality 
from birth as a part of healthy development. 
Of course, I'd provide a suitable place and 
time, and the proper information at a level 
the child can understand. I'd also provide 
the materials needed to avoid pregnancy and 
venereal disease—in short, responsible sex 
education at home as soon as the child can 
handle it, which is sooner than most parents 
think. 

Naturally, parents would have to know 
how to devise such a home program. 
Thomas Gordon’s book Parent Effectiveness 
Training is a good start. 

I disagree with the idea of society setting 
an arbitrary age for adulthood, especially 
because this decision is made by politicians, 
who by the nature of their profession are not 
qualified to regulate our sex lives. -VALIDA 
DAVILA, San Diego, California. 


Death Row: I’m on death row in Alabama, 
and my execution is imminent. Therefore, it 
is my profound wish to be put to death in 
such a manner as will benefit others. My 
proposal is that my execution be done on an 
operating table so that my vital organs can 
be removed for donation to the vast number 
of people so urgently in need of them. 

I am writing to you to plead for your help 
and support in getting the legislature to 
quickly enact a law that will give a con- 
demned man the choice of this form of 
execution. —JOHN EVANS, Holman State 
Prison, Holman Station, Alabama. 


Like Larry Flynt, I’m a born-again Chris- 
tian. I’m also on death row, and I may go to 
the gas chamber. If I do, praise God! Larry 
came to North Carolina a few months ago, 
and I read where some Christians spoke out 
against him. What kind of Christians were 
they? 

I'll meet you in the clouds. — Your brother 
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“Arthur! | said I'd answer the door!” 


in Christ, JAMES CALVIN JONES, Central 
Prison, Raleigh, North Carolina. 


Banned Behind Bars: I’m a prisoner at 
the Dallas State Correctional Institution. 
After reading several issues of HUSTLER, I 
decided to subscribe to your magazine be- 
cause I think it’s the best on the market. Un- 
fortunately, some people don’t agree. 

When my first issue was delivered yester- 
day, about 30 pages had been ripped out. It 
seems the assholes in the mail room felt these 
pages were obscene. I’ll never know what 
the July HUSTLER looks like. I have filed 
complaints with the Commissioner and the 
Superintendent here, even though I feel 
these people are idiots and very backward. 

Your magazine is a legal publication and 
should be allowed in the prison. We’re men 
here, not children. I guess these people just 
don’t know what real class is. -BRONSON, 
Dallas State Correctional Institution, Dallas, 
Pennsylvania. 


Love Seat: In your July issue you showed a 
couple in the “Love Chair” (Seat of Passion). 
Why must you show a man with a soft cock? 
He was really sexy, but a hard, purple- 
headed cock would really have topped off 
the pictures nicely. 

Sometimes my husband and I use your 
magazine in our lovemaking. He gets 
turned-on looking at your lovely ladies and 
begins playing with me, and I get hotter and 
hotter knowing what he’s looking at and 
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how horny he is. We both really get off, 
again and again. 

We are going to try to make our own 
“Love Chair,” and if we succeed, we might 
even submit our picture to Beaver Hunt.— 
JANICE KEY, Brownwood, Texas. 


I would like to know if the “Love Chair” 
in your July issue is for sale. If so, how much 
does it cost and where can I purchase it? — 
GEORGE BAKER, San Jose, California. 


The “Love Chair” will soon be marketed by 
Leasure Time Products. For information write 
P.O. Box 16508, Columbus, Ohio 43216, or 
wait for an announcement in a forthcoming issue 
of HUSTLER. 


Family Portrait: | buy your magazine 
every month and enjoy Beaver Hunt very 
much. I think more readers would enjoy 
HUSTLER if you had a “Family Beaver 
Hunt,” where families could send in photos 
of the complete household, including Mom, 
Dad, the kids, the dog, maybe even Grand- 
ma.—T. J., St. Paul, Minnesota. 


Not a bad idea, T. 7. We're already receiving 
pictures of loving couples who are baring all. 


Worst of HUSTLER: | have finally looked 
at your perverted and totally immoral 
magazine for the last time. BEST OF 
HUSTLER #3 is the creation of a sick and 
deranged mind. Larry Flynt and all of his 
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sadistic cronies are abusing their rights to 
freedom of the press, speech, etc. It is 
magazines such as yours that warp the 
minds of impressionable youth. 

If Mr. Flynt wants to “tell the people” all 
there is to know about the Vietnam War 
(The Real Obscenity: War), I’m sure he could 
accomplish more with words than with gory 
photographs. If you want to see bloody war 
pictures so badly, why don’t all of you just 
go to Siberia with your photographers and 
slaughter one another. Boy, I'll bet your 
magazine would really sell then. 

Is there nothing you won't publish to pro- 
mote sales? Did you really have to cover one 
of your earlier issues with a crucified rabbit 
(April)? Do you actually find humor in that? 
It was plain sick. 

It’s magazines such as yours that will 
eventually destroy the rights and freedoms 
of the American people.—A.B., Santee, 
California. 


HUSTLER Magazine is not sold to persons under 
18 years of age. 


Disgruntled Vet: Since I’m one of those 
half-million Vietnam War vets still looking 
for a job, I'd like to thank you for that little 
note under “Movies” in your July Media 
Takes. At least somebody cares about us and 
is concerned about the bad break we're get- 
ting. JOE CUNNINGHAM, Philadelphia, 
Pennsylvania. 


Thank you, sir. We care a lot about the current 
plight of Vietnam-era veterans, and we'd like to 
hear from more of you. 


Getting His Licks In: | like most of what I 
see in HUSTLER, but there are some new 
things you should have in future issues. I dig 
watching lesbians. I like to see a woman lick- 
ing another woman’s clit. Why don’t you 
show a woman licking the clit of an ugly, 
grotesque woman? The one doing the lick- 
ing should be young, beautiful and sexy, 
wearing leather boots and with a pink rib- 
bon in her hair. 

I would also like to see a woman having 
sex with, and performing fellatio on, the 
following: an African cannibal, a devil, a 
donkey and a bald man with pimples, warts, 
scars and deformed ears. Some magazines 
only come close to showing clit-licking and 
clit-sucking, but close isn’t good enough. 
I’m sure HUSTLER will go all the way.— 
JOE COHEN, Howell, New Jersey. 


All those clit-nibblers and slit-slurpers 
who write into your magazine must be living 
in some smell-blind dreamworld, or else all 
the activity is only in their heads. The reality 
is that the smell would knock a fly off a shit- 
wagon, even after all those silly douches. So 
what are they talking about? Can’t they 
smell, or are they shit-eaters? -NAME 
WITHHELD BY REQUEST, Santa Monica, 
California. 


World News Roundup 


2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, California 90067 


Half of the "sex therapists” now practicing are not qualified, according to the 
Family Service Association of America. The organization warns that quack sex therapists 
May pressure clients into activities that are not necessarily helpful, including group 
sex ornography rostitution and even intercourse with the therapist. Experts say 
persons seeking help from sex therapists should determine whether they belong to any 
professional groups, such as the American Association of Sex Educators and Counselors. 


Information on subjects such as nutrition and nuclear power is being distributed 
free to schools in America--by corporations involved in the food and ener industries. 
"Environmental Action'' magazine reports that students are being shown films sponsored 
by Union Carbide and other major firms in the energy business, while "Tony the Tiger," 
noted for pushing Kellogg's Sugar Frosted Flakes, which are 40 percent sugar, is urging 
kids to eat breakfast. And Westinghouse Electric is handing out booklets declaring that 
nuclear energy is economical and completely safe. This raises the question: Should 
education include barrages of corporate propaganda? 


Proposals to reform some practices of the funeral industry are being considered 
by the Federal Trade Commission. But the reforms are opposed by the president of the 
National Funeral Directors Association. In a lengthy report the FTC suggests making 
it illegal to embalm a body without permission or to misrepresent the legal need and 
hygienic value of embalming. It would also be a crime to remove bodies from hospitals 
without authorization or to refuse to release bodies to families who want them taken 


to another mortuary. Stiff opposition has been expressed by Royal Keith, president of 
the funeral directors' group. He said the FTC report is "shrill, unfair and lopsided." 


Famed striptease artist Tempest Storm--whose real name is Annie Ball--has filed 


for bankruptcy. The 43-year-old stripper, once queen of burlesque runways, said she 
owed more than $72,000 and had only $500 in assets. Recently she had been appearing 
at an adult theater in Miami, doing two stage shows daily. 


Joyce McKinney, charged in England with kidnapping her lover and chaining him to 
a_bed for three days, used to peddle her favors in kinky ads in the "Los Angeles Free 


Press."' She offered services such as nude massage, erotic phone calls, nude wrestling 
and modeling. "Your fantasy is her specialty," one ad proclaimed. 


One of the world's largest collections of erotica is kept at Indiana University. 


More than 20,000 volumes of erotic literature as well as numerous other erotic items 
are on file in the library of the Kinsey Institute for Sex Research, located at the 
university. Alfred C. Kinsey, for whom the institute is named, once said he believed 


the collection was probably the largest outside of the Vatican. 


Questions on an employment application dealing with menstruation, pregnancy and 
birth control have been protested by a Pasadena, California, woman. Donna Lathrop 


applied for a job as a dance instructor in the city's recreation program and refused 
to answer the sex-related questions, which were obviously designed to discriminate 
against women who might decide to become mothers. 


Declining sales of cigarettes in Western countries have led the United Nations 
and the U.S. government to push tobacco in Third World nations. That's the report of 


writer Erick Eckholm in "The Development Forum," a U.N. publication. Sales are down 
in the West as a result of health warnings; so, Eckholm writes, U.N. agricultural 


programs are being designed to aid tobacco farmers in developing nations, and the 
U.S. government pays for tobacco experts' visits to foreign trade fairs .@s 
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THE GALAXY IS GOING PINK 
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Sure we’re earthy! 

But HUSTLER’s stellar articles, astronaughty 
humor and the niftiest nookie in the solar 
system are blasting the competition right out of 
the galaxy. 

Don’t be lost in space. Just fill out the 
subscription coupon and mail it to us with 22 
earthbucks enclosed. Or call for your 24-hour, 
toll-free service and order HUSTLER with your 
VISA or Master Charge card. Your issues of 
HUSTLER will be transported to you in black 
plastic wrappers for your privacy. 

MAY HUSTLER BE WITH YOU! 

Order now by calling 1-800-848-9107. (In 
Ohio, call 1-800-282-9216.) 


Subscibe to HUSTLER 


lured exiled 

Soviet writer 
Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn out 
of his high-walled, high- 
security compound in rural 
Vermont to make a rare 
public appearance. The bait 
was an honorary Doctor of 
Letters degree and the 
opportunity to address the 
graduating class. But when 
this bearded Russian arrived 
in Cambridge, he promptly 
bad-mouthed everything 
American except smog and 
beer farts. Solzhenitsyn 
called for censorship of the 
press, for less concern with 
material goods and for fewer 
individual rights. In doing so 
he qualified himself as 
HUSTLER’s Asshole of the 
Month. 

The press and other media 
provide Americans with the 
information we need in 
order to maintain ourselves 
as a democracy. The more 
we know, the better our 
decisions. Yet Solzhenitsyn 
claimed that the idea of 
everyone being entitled to 
know everything was “‘a false 
slogan” and that “a person 
who works and leads a 
meaningful life does not 
need this excessive, burden- 
ing flow of information.” 

We might have expected 
that kind of sentiment from 
Spiro Agnew or the late J. 
Edgar Hoover, but it sounds 
crazy coming from the 
mouth of this former politi- 
cal prisoner. The Soviet 
Union’s censors reacted to 
his own books as if they were 
painful enemas, describing 
them as an_ excessive, bur- 
dening flow and banning 
them. Only in the West were 
his works allowed to be pub- 


Edited by Tim Conaway 


lished, so he could earn a 
Nobel Prize and a million 
bucks in royalties. And if it 
weren't for the “unfettered 
press” in America, Water- 
gate would have gone un- 
noticed, the truth about 
Vietnam would still be lay- 
ing under a pound of dust in 
the Pentagon’s cellar, and 
the Korean CIA would still 
be exerting influence on our 
congressmen. 

At Harvard this rectal 
Russki proclaimed that 
“the defense of individual 
rights has reached such 
extremes as to make society 
as a whole defenseless 
against certain individuals. 
It is time, in the West, to 
defend not so much human 
rights as human obliga- 
tions.” That sounds great, 


ASSHOLE 


OF THE MONTH 


but how do you do it? When 
you start to think in terms of 
censorship, where do you 
draw the line? When one 
man’s rights get deepsixed, 
the next guy’s rights move 
closer to the shitcan. When 
one publication is silenced, 
all publications become 
vulnerable—and the next 
thing you know, the govern- 
ment starts shipping us off to 
snowy camps in Vermont to 
shovel moose turds. 

This anal ingrate called 
American freedom an 
“access to evil.” He whined 
that ‘‘destructive and 
irresponsible freedom” has 
weakened us, while in Com- 
munist countries the com- 
rades are growing stronger. 
Spouting the right-wing 
slogans of a 19th-century 


czar, Solzhenitsyn went on 
to say in his commencement 
address that “‘decades of vio- 
lence and oppression” have 
tempered the Russian soul 
to a peak of intensity, but in 
America our minds are turn- 
ing into Silly Putty because 
of “mass living habits” and 
“intolerable mysic.” 

Luckily for him, the 
American press invaded his 
privacy and let him spout 
this crap to a nationwide 
audience. Back home, the 
KGB would have given him 
a one-way ticket to the pri- 
vacy of Siberia. If Soviet 
youth have reached a higher 
spiritual plane, why do they 
wear blue jeans and panty- 
hose, spend big rubles on 
pirated Rolling Stones 
albums and guzzle some 30 
percent more alcohol than 
their American counter- 
parts? If the Russians are so 
steeled against Western 
materialism, why are they 
busting their asses to reach 
our standard of living while 
at the same time leading the 
world in alcoholism? 

This guy’s been boxed-up 
for so long that now that he’s 
free he can’t handle it. If this 
assholenik had his way, our 
government would ban rock 
music, modern films, 
HUSTLER Magazine, most 
best-sellers, commercial 
television and fruit-flavored 
douches. The press would go 
back to kissing the power 
structure’s ass, and the rights 
of the little guy would go 
down the tubes in one big 
swoosh. No wonder the Rus- 
sians dumped him on us— 
he’s an asshole. We’d gladly 
trade him back for a couple 
of second-string ballet dan- 
cers and a juggling bear. 

— Fim Dawson 
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MEN’S RIGHTS 
HUSTLER: Nov. °77 
The Office of Child 
Support Enforce 

ment of the Depart 
ment of Health, 
Education and Welfare \HEW 


recently asked us for a reprint 


of our article on men’s rights, 
which dealt with the legal has- 


sles men face in divorce and 


child-custody cases. For exam- 
ple, author Jonathan Black 
exposed the selfish profiteering 
of divorce attorneys, whose fees 
are often a percentage of the 
settlement they obtain—almost 
always in favor of the wife 
against her husband No 
wonder lawyers ence irave an 
adversary relationship between 
splitting spouses HEW 


thought the article might be of | 


; .% 

use to a man who had asked the 2 6 ali 7 
agency for help because he felt - ay . Pi ; 
he was getting the legal run- 
around in a child-support case Frank argued that corpses don’t 

From our fans in Washine- need waxing and they stay 
ton, D.C., we take you to Atlan- firm. “Plus, the girls all think 
ta, where the Center for Disease | they're neat,’ he intoned. We 
Control! (CDC) was interested | | pon our arrival in Los brought a hush over a beachful laid the matter to rest by telling 
+7 the number of times we've Angeles, everyone wanted to try | of spectators when he went Frank about something else 
written about topics the CDC | °™ the local fun and games body surfing California girls like. Now, if he 
deals with. Approximately 30 But our crack Photo Editor, “You're not supposed to use | could only figure out how to 
informative items regarding | Frank (Cement Blocks) DeLia, | a dead body,” we told him, but | open his fly 
sterilization, contracepuon and i _ 


abortion have appeared in only 


a one-year period, providing 
the CDC with lots of handy 


Blood 
Sausage 


For a long time now some 


reference material 


tr VASECTOMIES 
b HUSTLER: July ‘77 
Vasectomy, the male | 


» sterilization pro- 
~ 
7 


eminists have bee oing 
cedure described in feminists hi een doing 


\S (CX Play, need no their best to castrate the 


American male, and now it 
lonuer be considered irreversi- 


ble. Surgery to reconnect the looks like the ladies may be 


able to make a profit on the 
operation 


tubes through which sperm 


flow from the testes has been 


" y . , v re 
successful in 80 percent of the Cock-dogs, shown here in 


cases at Hutzel ‘Hospital in production, are the first in a 
¢ « J te a 


Detroit. While the vasectomy whole line of Fem Foods 


can be performed in a doctor's designed for the hungry, 
man-eating public 
Once Mr. Butcher chops 


up a barrel of boners, the 


office in less than 30 minutes, 
the reversal requires more than 


two hours of microscopic sur 


very and a three-day to four- flesh franks are sent off for 


, : 1g and the : 
day hospital stay packing and then shipped to 


Fem Food chains arot he 
Doctors at the hospital report ~S S around tht 


‘ country 
that most of the men who've 


A popular item at yke 
undergone the successful recon- Faas oe 


diners, the ou > e 
nection are between their mid- dogs taste like a 


cross between kielbasa and 


20s and mid-40s, and most gave 


remarriave as their motuvation 


your late Uncle Harry | 
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THE MEDIA’S 


BAD HABIT 


We weren't at all surprised 
when Mother Jones ($1.25 single 
copy, $8.85 annually from 607 


Market Street, San Francisco, 


California 94105) ran this 
illustration to open a recent 
article about Larry Flynt. 

The artist may well have 


thought he 
born-again Flynt, but we recog- 


was depicting a 


nize that rumpled nightcap and 
the long robes Larry has worn 
to bed the past few years. The 


Because it has recorded one or 


lar edition witnessed 


Cady 


two 


another 


magazine’s writers might also 
have thought they were doing a 
story on a born-again Larry, 
but it seems more like they were 
trying to find a balloon soft 
enough to poke a pin into. 
The media typically choose 
to do a Larry or 
HUSTLER after they've already 
decided That's 


why when it comes to getting 


story on 
what to say. 


respect from the media, Larry 
always says, “I don’t get nun.” 


7 omorrow 


I'V firsts, NBC's 


show has built quite a late-night following. Viewers of one particu- 


television breakthrough—a 


demonstration of nasal masturbation by /laygir/ Editor Barbara 
Actually, the show was breaking for a commercial, and Ms. 


Cady thought she was clear to practice her hobby of tunneling 


— 


NATURAL 
TURN-ONS 


“The Tree of Life™’ and 
“Octopus Garden’”’ ; 
were part of French 
artist Bob Leguay’s suc- 
cessful show at the 
Artel 
Washington, 
the 
painter's first erotic ex- 
U.S., and 


part of a new direction 


Gallery in 
DcC.. It 
was 55-year-old 


hibit in the 


for Leguay, now ven- 
turing into erotica after 
nearly 40 years as an 
artist. Artel (1726 Wis- 
NW, 
D.C. 


20007) is offering these 


consin Avenue 


Washington, 
two oil paintings for 
$800 each. 


While some finicky bused | 
beings may find these works 
to be immoral or devrading, 
we can assure you that neither 
the tree nor the octopus feels 
dirty or misused. 
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Some people just can’t take a 
joke. For example, a group of 
feminists recently staged a 
demonstration outside of 
HUSTLER’s Los Angeles offices 
to protest the cover of our June 
issue. The women were upset 
about an issue in which we 
highlighted Larry Flynt’s 
pledge that HUSTLER “will no 
longer hang women up like 
pieces of meat.” Maybe they 
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Johnny 


liked that style better, and were 
angry to see it go. 

In addition to not having a 
sense of humor, these ladies lose 
a few points in the accuracy-of- 
attack department. The pro- 
testers clearly wanted to blame 
things 


HUSTLER for like 


have 
Larry Flynt’s 


Many cartoonists 
mented 


com- 
on 


spiritual rebirth, but many of 


them have taken a condescend- 
ing view of it. This B.C. strip by 


Hart was received 


RELIGIOUS ] WHY DENT YOu 


murder, child abuse and rape. 
Of 


we've 


course, never con- 
doned any of these acts, and 
our expose of child abuse 
HUSTLER, October 1977 


should be proof enough that we 
share many of the same con- 
cerns as our accusers. 


BY JOHNNY HART 


[TAKE OUT AN AD 


differently by HUSTLER 
staff, and one worker here was 
particularly affected. Ever since 
the cartoon appeared, our 
advertising secretary has been 
waiting patiently by the phone. 


JOGGER’S 
NIPPLES 


Doctors 


the 


are 
increase in cases of jogger’s nip- 
ples, suffered mainly by braless 
women. Men are also alfected 
by the constant rubbing of 
cloth against sensitive nipples, 
causing irritation and rawness. 


reporting an 


Joggers who stay on their 
toes know how to protect their 
nipples by covering them with 
anything from Band-Aids to 
Vaseline to silk shirts or bras. 
Others are just careful not to 


stub their tits 


Perhaps feminists would bet- 
ter serve their purpose by 
demonstrating outside the 
offices of legislators and judges 
who continually push repres- 
sive, “moral” legislation on us. 
We don’t think women are 
pieces of meat, but someone 
who has grown up in a sexually 
repressive age is more likely to 
take a stab at claiming his 
pound of flesh. 


The body seems kinda familiar, 
but we're having trouble plac- 
ing the face. Then, of course, 
the people who designed this 
cover of The Body Forum ($1.00 
single copy, $9.95 annually 
from 3100 Maple Drive NE, 
Atlanta, Georgia 30305) 
undoubtedly wanted you to 
take a second look. 

The cover accompanies a sto- 
ry about aging in this monthly 
journal on health and nutrition. 
While we never believed it 
before, this photo seems to 
prove that the right bikini can 
really make a big difference in 
the way you look. 


COPPING 
A FEEL 


This is certainly no way to pro- 
mote ticket sales for the annual 
policemen’s ball. And as police 
found out in San Rafael, 
California, it’s also no way to 
catch a hooker. 

An unlucky and unidentified 
traffic cop was tabbed with the 
task of responding to an under- 
ground newspaper ad (placed 
by a woman) that offered 
interested readers the prospect 
of enjoying cross-dressing and 
sexual acts—for money. 
Although the plucky young 


Ever wonder what Walt Dis- 
ney’s dreams looked like? An 
artist who calls herself Irene 
Dogmatic (her watercolor 
“Lust” is shown here) seems to 
have the answer. We don’t 
know whether Irene’s last name 
has anything to do with her 
taste in mates, but from the 
look of “Lust” she’s a woman 
who hasn't put puppy love 
behind her. Benji would proba- 
bly rape a fire hydrant if he ever 
got a peek at this. 

(Irene Dogmatic’s originals 
are available in various sizes for 
from $125 to $350. Color photo- 


copies of some of her works can 
be obtained for $25 from Hank 
Baum Graphics Gallery, 3 Em- 
barcadero Center, San Fran- 


cisco, California 94111. 


officer didn’t actually chase the 
suspect down the street, he did 
dress up in feminine undies just 
to make a bust. But after all his 
trouble the police were too 
embarrassed to bring the case 
to court. 

Of course, there may have 
been some other motivating 
force causing the cop to “go all 
the way” in his work, especially 
since he had enough informa- 
tion (a description of the act 
and price from the woman) to 
make a bust without cross- 
dressing. We don’t know for 
sure what that motivation 
might have been, but we 
wonder if it had anything to do 
with the way the nylons set off 
the muscles in his legs. 


We don’t know how Mr. Ed 
feels about this, but, accofding 
to the United States Depart- 
ment of Agriculture, the biggest 
ew threat to horses in this 
country is our old friend, VD. 
That's right; if we can believe 
those smoothies at the USDA’s 
Animal and Plant Health 
Inspection Service, the horse 
clap is called CEM (short for 
Contagious Equine Metritis) 
and is spread during mating. 
The source of the infection 
seems to be those sporty im- 
ports from France, Ireland, 
Australia and Britain, and 
many of these are being tracked 
down by authorities. Con- 
cerned ranchers and horse- 
lovers should check for lesions 
and discharges in their 
creatures’ privates—or just 
teach their four-legged friends 
to rein in their animal urges. 
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Is a constant hamburger diet driving you over the edge? You might 


not feel as badly about it as this fellow, but maybe you should. 

It’s bad enough seeing reports on things like beef being contami- 
nated with PBB, and even learning that such foul meat ended 
up being sold as hamburger in Michigan. But scientists are now 
reporting that hamburger cooked too long at temperatures over 
300 degrees may contain mutagens (agents that cause genetic 
changes) which could produce cancer. A report prepared by Dr. 
Barry Commoner and a team of research biologists at the Center 
for the Biology of Natural Substances at Washington University in 
St. Louis recommends broiling hamburger or cooking it rare on a 
metal grill or stove or in a microwave oven. However, they also 
warn of possibly harmful radiation effects from microwave ovens. 

Hamburger-chain operators aren’t ready to line up on bridges 
yet. While some aren't talking about the cancer threat, others claim 
their meats are cooked at temperatures below 300 degrees. And 
Tom McDermott, spokesman for the Beef Industry Council of the 
National Livestock and Meat Board, pointed out that scientists 
found nothing wrong with the meat—just a few hazards inherent 
in the way it gets cooked. 

There’s no word yet on consumers’ reaction to the news, but we 
know one thing: If they decide to boycott burgers, the entire res- 
taurant business in Columbus, Ohio, will fold within a week. 
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THIRST FOR 
ADVENTURE 


Our intrepid Production Edi- 
tor, Rick Ostrander, recently 
went to Mexico, where he 
picked up this postcard. Since 
Rick and many other staffers 
had relocated in Southern 
California, everyone was 
curious about what Mexico is 
like. “It’s OK,” Rick told us, 
“but don’t drink the water.” 


FEELING FLUSH 


Called by whatever name, the 
family reading room is home to 
more printed material than 
most Alabama libraries. But 
what happens when the final 


Do you recognize these 
famous female celebrities? 
Neither did we, we confess. 
But these moustachioed min- 
cers are supposed to be 
emulating their favorite 
female stars during an occa- 
sional knock-down-drag-out 


This 


two 


is closed? reader 
have choices: 
Keep the good stuff around to 
savor again, or dump the other 


garbage like so much shit. 


cover 


says you 


fest in San Francisco’s gay 
Castro barrio. 

When the moon is full over 
Baghdad-by-the-Bay and the 
pansies bloom at night, these 
hairy apparitions step out of 
their usual macho garb and 
slip into something in a size 
12—in shoes. It may not have 
been the most exciting event 
in recent minutes, but it must 
have been fun to watch. 


HUSTLER has al- 
ways kept its eye on Amer- 
tca's media. In Press Report 
we continue this watchdog poli- 
cy, covering developments—both 
good and bad—in this ever-changing 
and important field 
what we are told, and it’s up to all of 
us to make sure we're told the truth 


We only know 


Anti-Constitution forces have 
further eroded the First and 
Fourth Amendments as the 
U.S. Supreme Court’s 
repressive majority has again 
reared its ugly head. With a 
vote of five old farts to three, 
the Court ruled that surprise 
searches of news offices do not 
violate constitutional freedoms. 

Police now only need to 
obtain a search warrant— 
rather than 
poena—to raid a news office in 
search of information they are 
otherwise too inept to dig up 
themselves. In fact, the Su- 
preme Court's decision came 
in a case in which Palo Alto, 
California, police raided the 
Stanford University campus 
newspaper—and came up 
empty-handed. 


produce a_ sub- 


The majority decision was 
delivered by Justice Byron 
White, a Kennedy appointee 


who nonetheless sides with con- 


servatives on most issues. (He 


was joined by Nixon puppets 


POPPIN’ OFF 


Another of Screw'’s half-baked 
ads has made the paper the 
toast of the town. This little 
behind-the-scenes look at ‘*Pop- 
pin Fresh” and ‘“Poppie,” the 
Pillsbury Doughpeople, caught 
the eye of the baked-goods 
company, which then raised a 
stink by getting a court injunc- 
tion prohibiting further use of 
the ad. 

If the folks at Screw had dealt 
with the Doughpeople as 
cleverly as we did in our July 
Bits & 
Wry,” they might have heard 
no complaints. More likely, 


Pieces item “Jewish 


Screw publisher Al Goldstein 
expected no lip from a com- 
pany that has been cited by the 
Federal Trade Commission and 
other government agencies for 
illegal and improper activities 

Still, it looks like it was the 
Pillsbury 


screwed. Not only did they put 


real people who got 


themselves in the embarrassing 


SUPREME INJUSTICE 


Warren Burger, Harry 
Blackmun, Lewis Powell and 
William Rehnquist.) White 


shrugged off legitimate com- 
plaints that such a policy could 
dry up confidential sources, 
deter reporters from saving 
valuable notes and ultimately 
disrupt daily news-gathering 
operations by saying that “if 
abuse occurs, there will be time 
enough to deal with it.’’ White 
noted that a subpoena 
could be subject to challenge in 
the courts, a challenge which 
“could seriously impede crim- 
inal investigations.” 

While it’s no news that the 


also 


= ee 
., Nothing in’ 
like Somet hag hasnn oven 
and Pillsbury Saysit best. 


position of admitting the com- 
pany spent at least $70 million 
developing the Doughpeople’s 
but 
Goldstein has purchased Pills 
bury stock and intends to hold 


wholesome image, now 


them accountable for using all 
that bread. In fact, Al and his 
lawyer plan to attend the next 
stockholders’ ask 
some pointed questions about 
what's cooking in Pillsbury’s 


corporate oven. Al, be careful 


meeting to 


you don’t get burned. 


National District Attorneys 
Association and other 
enforcement groups pressed for 
the ruling, it’s interesting to 
note that Carter's Justice 
Department filed a brief com- 
menting on the 
ticality’’ of requiring a sub- 
poena and cautioning the court 
against barriers to the issuance 
of search warrants. 

Intelligent citizens are out- 
raged by this attack on the 
Constitution. Justice Potter 
Stewart said it is clear that such 
searches infringe on First 
Amendment free-press guaran- 


law- 


“imprac- 


tees. Congressman Robert W. 


Kastenmeier (Democrat-Wis- 
consin), chairman of the House 
Judiciary Subcommittee on 
Courts, Civil Liberties and the 
Administration of Justice, said 
these searches “not only have a 
chilling effect but also are 
somewhat suggestive of a police 
state.” 

If cops are so bad at doing 
their jobs that they need court- 
enforced aid from the media, 
then a police state may not be 
anything to about. 
However, making the press 
subject to easier police harass- 
ment is not worth the risk of 
finding out. 


worry 


THAT } 230?" FEELING 


The last time you laid back and 
pounded your meat, did you 
find you were pumping a dry 
hole? It’s not unusual, accord- 
ing to sperm 
count conducted since 1950. 
That year, 
Cornell University found that 
14 percent of men tested had a 
sperm count of 100 million. Ina 
similar study at Columbia 
University (1975) the percent- 


tests on male 


researchers at 


age of men with a count of 100 
million had dropped to 24 per- 
cent. The most recent survey, at 
the University of Texas, 
marked a 2-percent drop, 

No one has a reason for the 
You 


sperm-count decline 


Bill Lowman. 


HUSTLER pays $100 for interesting visuals and stories for Bits & 
Pieces. We buy all rights to material accepted for publication, but will 
return art on request (enclose a stamped, self-addressed envelope). For 
October, 3100 and thanks to Steve Snowden, Travis T. Amos and 


might think it’s because guys 
are using it up faster than they 
can make it; we feel it’s just a 
natural reaction to cloning. 
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Behind these magazines are the issues that made us great! 


HUSTLER and CHIC Back Issues 
now available in bound volumes. 


For a limited time back issues of HUSTLER and CHIC are 
available in sequential sets. Keep ALL the pages of those 
hot mags from Larry Flynt in perfect condition in brown 
leatherlike binders with the magazine's logo in bright 
metallic gold. 

Order the bound sets below at specially reduced 
prices. As a bonus, get a free subscription when you 
order them all, and do it quickly, many 
issues are already sold out. 
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EXPRESS CHARGE CARD ORDERING ... 24-hour toll-free service. Order now by calling 1-800-848-9107. 
(In Ohio, call: 1-800-282-9216.) VISA and Master Charge only. 
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Please send, postpaid: 
HUSTLER Back Issues 


All sets include free binders, reg. $5 each 
—____ VOLUME | (#6416) @ $24.95 VOLUME V (#6420) @ $10.95 
Issues 7-74 thru 12-74 Issues 9-76 thru 2-77 
$34.95 Value $18.45 Value 


____ VOLUME II (#6417) @ $15.95 _ VOLUME VI (#6421) @ $10.95 
Issues 1-75 thru 3-75 Issues 3-77 thru 8-77 
and 6-75 thru 8-75 $18.45 Value 
$24.45 Value __._ VOLUME Vil (#6422) @ $10.95 
___ VOLUME Ill (#6418) @ $15.95 issues 9-77 and 11-77 thru 3-78 
Issues 9-75 thru 2-76 $18.45 Value 
$24.45 Value __ ALL 7 SETS (#6423) @ $95.00 
—____ VOLUME IV (#6419) & $10.95 includes all sets, binders and 
issues 3-76 thru 8-76 1 year free subscription to HUSTLER 
$18.45 Value $157.65 Vaiue 


CHIC Back Issues 
All sets include free binders, reg. $5 each 

_____ VOLUME | (#7117) @ $10.95 VOLUME Ill (#7119) @ $10.95 

Issues 11-76 thru 4-77 Issues 12-77 thru 5-78 

$18.45 Value $18.45 Value 
ALL 3 SETS (#7120) @ $32.95 
includes all sets, binders and 
6 mos. free subscription to CHIC 
$55.35 Value 


____ VOLUME Il (#7118) @ $10.95 
issues 5-77 thru 10-77 
$18.45 Value 
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Advise & Consent is a column that answers a wide 
range of reader-submitted questions, including sexual 
hang-ups, physical and mental hygiene, personal safety, 
legal rights, etc. Advise & Consent is solely an educa- 
tional feature and is not intended to replace the advice 
of a physician or attorney. If you have a question on any 
topic, address your correspondence to: HUSTLER Maga- 
zine, Advise G Consent Editor, 2029 Century Park 
East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, California 90067. 


Cough Control: | haven't had that much 
sexual contact with women, especially since 
I joined the Army. But on my last leave I 
was with a woman who began coughing dur- 
ing our lovemaking. Her muscles tightened 
up, and it was as if her pussy was trying to 
shove my penis out. It felt rather nice, but it 
did surprise me. Do all women react the 
same way?—D. R., Fort Stewart, Georgia. 


Since a woman's vagina is held in place by a 
wall of powerful muscles, it is not at all surpris- 
ing that you were able to feel the contractions pro- 
duced by your partner’s coughing. As the muscles 
contract, whether due to coughing or conscious 
effort, the vaginal opening can be squeezed almost 
shut, and the walls of the vagina can be brought 
together with a strong force. If the woman learns 
to control these muscular movements, the sensa- 
tion can be very gratifying for the man because it 
feels as though the penis is being stroked or 
squeezed rather than expelled. 


Forbidden Fruit: I’m a 19-year-old female, 
and I’ve been married for a year and a half. 
My folks kicked me out because I was fool- 
ing around with my boyfriend, and I had to 
go live with him. Three months before we 
were married we became Christians and did 
not have sex until after the wedding. When 
we had sex before our marriage, I had as 
many as three climaxes in a row, but now 
the only way I can come is by having my 
husband go down on me. Why is that, and 
how can I overcome it?—T.S., Waterford, 
Michigan. 


Perhaps you enjoy what is ‘‘forbidden,” which 
could explain why you enjoyed premarital sex, 
and now cunnilingus. The repressions and 
inhibitions that your folks tried to instill in you 
(and that you, for a time, imposed on yourself) 
may now be taking their toll. Researchers con- 
sider repression and inhibition as two of the fac- 
tors most likely to cause sexual maladjustment. 
Recognize that your sexual activity is now sanc- 
tioned, and you should be, if anything, freer to 
enjoy your human sexuality. It is a natural part 
of your total being, and you need not worry about 
feelings of guilt or shame. 


Law-Abiding: | am presently serving a 
three-to-six-year sentence at the Logan Cor- 
rectional Center in Lincoln, Illinois. It’s 
been open since the first of the year, but it 
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still doesn’t have a law library. I understand 
that the state of Illinois has a regulation that 
each detention center would have a law li- 
brary to help inmates file appeals, petitions 
or writs. Many of the inmates were working 
on such things when we were transferred to 
this new facility. But without a law library, 
we will not meet filing deadlines. What 
action do you suggest we take?—S. R., Lin- 
coln, Illinois. 


The warden at Logan Correctional told us that 
the library system has been contracted for and 
that the law materials have been ordered. Fund- 
ing, he said, would not be available until the 
summer, but officials hope to be able to hire 
librarians and have the library in full swing by 
the end of summer. 

In the meantime, the American Civil Liberties 
Union says you might try writing to law schools 
in Illinois. Quite often they cooperate by sending 
law students out to prisons to help inmates with 
legal research. Also write the Notre Dame Law 
School Library (P.O. Box 535, Notre Dame, 
Indiana 46556), which does reference work and 
will photocopy relevant material without charge. 


Family Feud: I am a 21-year-old white 
male, and I’m planning to marry a black 
chick my age. We are very much in love and 
don’t want any trouble from anyone. The 


problem is my parents. They are prejudiced 
and have done nothing but cause trouble 
since I told them about my wedding plans. 
They’ve even gone so far as to pay someone 
to tell my fiancee that I’ve been running 
around on her. We’ve thought about moving 
away, but I have a good job here and !owna 
house. I don’t want to give everything up. 
Now my folks are threatening to go to court 
to get temporary guardianship so that I can 
be treated for my “mental problem.” I’m 
afraid that next they'll try to bring harm to 
my girlfriend. Can my parents prevent a 
legal marriage? —K. H., Wichita, Kansas. 


Probably, most of the trouble you'll encounter 
will come from relatives who feel they have an 
interest or a stake in your future and who get 
involved because they don't want to see you make 
what they consider to be a big mistake. Your 
parents and relatives foresee society ostracizing 
you, ridiculing you or generally making life 
miserable for you. What they don’t understand is 
that society, for the most part, will ignore your 
state of affairs or, perhaps, consider you a 
curiosity. With care, you can pretty much avoid 
hassles with the public at large; it’s too bad your 
family is quite a different matter. 

You sound like a solid citizen, and you and 
your fiancee are both of legal age, so it seems 
unlikely that your parents could use the courts to 


“What scars, you cheesy little fucker?!” 
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Caress comes 
in handy 


Supple, yet stiff enough for a penetrating ex- 
perience, Caress has a softly-studded, 


stimulating surface, a special “skin” that 


makes for fantastic friction and generates its 
own heat. Caress bends anywhere along its 
72" shaft and comes complete with 2 AA 
batteries. Pleasure yourself or someone you 
care for with this exclusive European import. 


EXPRESS CHARGE CARD ORDERING ... 24-hour 
toll-free service. Order now by calling 
1-800-848-9107. (In Ohio, call: 1-800-282-9216.) 
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prevent your marriage. If they threaten your 
fiancee, you can get a restraining order to keep 
them away from her (though the police can’t step 
in unless a crime is actually committed). 

It might be a good idea for you all to go for 
family counseling. This suggestion might show 
your folks that you are doing your best to consider 
their feelings. Also, a psychologist or psychiatrist 
may be able to help your parents see the light— 
that they cannot live your life for you and that 
you must do what you feel is best for you. Most of 
all, show them that you are determined, that you 
really love your woman and that you still love 
them as well. You may have to cut ties with your 
family for a while, but once your marriage has 
become reality, with time and patience on your 
side, they may eventually accept it. 


Misery Loves Company: | am married 
and have a lover too. I can’t stand it when 
my husband touches me, let alone when he 
makes love to me. My sex life with my lover 
is beautiful, and we’re very happy. I left my 
husband once for him—but went back to my 
husband because all I could think about was 
how miserable he was without me; yet I feel 
like a prisoner at home. Should I stay with 
my husband, living unhappily for the sake of 
his comfort, or should I live with my 
boyfriend?—P. M., Arlington, Texas. 


You're being very unfair to your husband by stay- 
ing with him. We don’t live in the “dark ages” 
anymore, when marriage partners were expected to 
stay on “‘for the sake of the children” or out of a 
sense of duty or loyalty alone. But the fact that 
you once left your husband and went back shows 
a lack of conviction and a great deal of doubt 
about your own emotional ties. Love and loyalty 
are not necessarily one and the same. Sort out your 
feelings, perhaps with the help of a marriage 
counselor, then act accordingly. 


On the Rug: Ever since I was a kid I’ve 
been able to achieve orgasm simply by lying 
prone on the floor. I don’t have to pump or 
massage my cock. But I do tense up, and 
afterward every muscle in my body is sore. 
The orgasms I have this way are among the 
most satisfactory ones I ever have. Often 
they lift me up off the floor, but I’m puzzled 
about why that should be the case.—A. J., 
Lexington, Kentucky. 


Although most adult males masturbate using 
their hands, there are some who use stationary 
objects instead. For men the most common type of 
orgasm involves some body tension—rigidity, 
twitching and spasms. And about one-sixth find 
there is extreme tension with violent convul- 
stons— muscles get knotted in the legs; shoulder 
and neck muscles stiffen; and the whole body 
heaves and jerks. It’s just your own body's method 
of relieving another form of tension. 


Bend and Stretch: | never noticed that I 
had a bad back until I joined the health and 
exercise nuts. The most exercise I had got- 
ten before was pushing a pen. Since I started 


doing more strenuous activities, I’ve found I 
can’t sit at my desk long before my back gets 
sore. How can I stretch it safely? I’ve been 
getting into shape slowly because I’ve heard 
of the problems of overdoing it. I certainly 
don’t want to throw my back out perma- 
nently.—V. O., Houston, Texas. 


With the passage of time the natural vertebral 
Spaces in your spine narrow somewhat, which, 
combined with daily pressures and tensions, 
causes back discomforts. There are some safe lim- 
bering exercises you can do to help. Stand 
straight, heels about a foot apart, toes pointing 
slightly outward, hands locked behind your neck. 
Squat down a little, then gently pull your head 
forward with your hands and hold for a few 
seconds. The squatting helps stretch the lower 
half of your spine, while the pulling stretches the 
upper half. 

Another exercise specifically helps the lum- 
bosacral spine (lower back): Lie flat, take a deep 
breath, then while exhaling draw your knees up 
and hug them to your chest with your arms. Hold 
for a few seconds, then relax. 

While there are safe, simple exercises like 
these, you may also want to take more vitamin C. 
Patients with slight backache problems have 
reported that a dosage of 2,000 to 3,000 
milligrams a day helps relieve the pain. Doctors 
don’t have an explanation, but they have noted 
that in many cases people with deteriorated 
spinal discs have a vitamin-C deficiency. 


A Closer Look: I understand that there is a 
kit on the market that a woman can use to 
give herself an internal pelvic examination. 
Can I get one without a prescription; where 
is it available?—Name and Address With- 
held by Request. 


More and more women are showing an interest in 
finding out how the female body operates and are 
accepting the fact that their external and internal 
genitalia are simply one more part of their whole 
being. Knowing what is normal for your own 
body will give you greater confidence in your 
ability to take care of yourself. /t will help you to 
know you better. 

The instrument you are interested in is called 
a speculum. You should be able to get one at a 
birth-control clinic or at a surgical-supply store. 
You will also need a light and a mirror, as well 
as a lubricant, such as K-Y Felly. 

Arrange the light and the mirror near the 
vulva (the external sex organs) and strike the 
classical gynecological-exam pose—knees bent, 
thighs wide apart. Lubricate the blades of the 
speculum (actually, the blades look more like 
large duckbills than they do knife blades) and 
slowly insert it into the vagina with the blades 
closed. Doctors will usually do this with the han- 
dle pointing down, but it may be easier for you to 
maneuver with the handle up. Once inserted, open 
the blades by pressing the lever on the handle and 
lock it into the open position. In the mirror you 
Should be able to see the vaginal walls, the cervix 
(a smooth, pink dome at the end of the vagina) 
and the opening leading to the uterus. 


Of course, you shouldn't give up going to a doc- 
tor for a regular checkup. Some problems aren't 
readily apparent to the untrained eye. But by 
regularly examining yourself, you will be able to 
tell when a physical-change occurs, and you'll be 
able to seek a medical opinion. 


Hung-Up: [’m not what you'd call a well- 
hung man. I have a six-inch dick, which, I 
am told, is average. I’ve been getting a lot of 
sex lately, but none of the women I’ve been 
with have said anything about my cock. Are 
they just sparing my feelings? —S. M., San 
Francisco, California. 


The women haven't said anything because they 
haven't noticed any shortcomings. 


Big Deal: Is there any way to shorten the 
size of a man’s dick? In school I had the 
nickname “Horse.” My dick is almost 12 
inches long, and it is about two-and-a-half 
inches thick. The women I date enjoy oral 
sex, but they say intercourse hurts too much. 
I thought having a big dick would be great, 
but I'd trade mine for one half its size.— 
R. I., Crawfordsville, Indiana. 


Perhaps you could work out a deal with S. M. of 
San Francisco. If not, then you might try working 
on your technique. A lubricant would certainly 
help. Remember that a very long penis puts 
pressure on the woman’s cervix, producing pain, 
so try not to thrust too deeply. The woman-above 
position would give your partner more control over 
penile depth, while the side-by-side position is 
good because it offers little possibility for deep 
thrusts and penetration. 


How To: I’ve been married twice. My first 
marriage didn’t work out, but my husband 
had a six-inch cock and I loved to fuck him. 
My second husband has only a four-inch 
dick. To me, size does matter. There’s a guy 
at work whom I find myself staring at all the 
time. By the bulge in his pants it looks as if 
he would have a monstrous cock. But we're 
both married. How do I go about getting 
fucked?—R. A., Vidalia, Georgia. 


If you've been married twice, you know how to go 
about getting fucked. But what can your marriage 
be based on if size is so important to you? 


Ass Fucking: Most things I have read 
about analingus, which I understand is fair- 
ly common among homosexuals, say that it’s 
not really harmful. But I find it hard to 
believe that oral contact with the anus is 
completely safe. Can't a person get sick at all 
from it?—A. G., New York, New York. 


Oral-anal contact, though common among homo- 
sexuals, is also relatively common among hetero- 
sexuals. The anus has a high number of nerve 
endings, making it easily stimulated. And as 
long as great care is taken to keep the area clean, 
there is little danger. 

But within the last few years doctors have 


noted an increase, especially among homosexuals, 
in a sexually transmitted intestinal disease 
called venereal amebiasis. Often the carrier of the 
disease produces no symptoms, while it causes 
diarrhea, cramps and gas in those who come into 
contact with the carrier. Venereal amebiasis is 
similar to a disease common in areas where water 
is polluted: dysentery. It is caused by the same 
kind of parasites. It’s curable, and it’s treated 
with prescription drugs only—Deodoquin, or the 
generic drug emetine hydrochloride. 

In a checkup for venereal amebiasis a doctor 
makes a culture from a small specimen of fecal 
material or prepares a slide with a fecal specimen 
to be examined under a microscope. Diagnosis of 
the disease is sometimes difficult unless the 
patient’s doctor knows what to look for or unless 
the patient goes to a parasitologist. The little 
organism generally prefers to remain in the warm 
mucous membrane of the gastrointestinal tract, 
but because it sometimes makes its way to the 
outside, cleanliness is once again stressed as a 
precautionary measure. 


Missionary Malaise: The squeeze tech- 
nique, developed by Masters and Johnson, 
has been described in your magazine and 
elsewhere. I know it is only one part of a 
therapy program, and since I am a pre- 
mature ejaculator I'd like to know where I 
can find out about the total program. 

I have another problem as well. My wife 
only wants to make love on her back—the 
missionary position. I’m interested in trying 
other positions, but I can’t seem to persuade 
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her to try anything new. Do you have any 
suggestions? —S. H., New York, New York. 


If you succeed in convincing your wife to try a 
position other than the missionary (man on top), 
you may not need the therapy program. Explain to 
her that with-her cooperation, and perhaps for her 
own greater enjoyment, you might be able to get 
over your premature ejaculation. Part of the 
squeeze technique involves the man lying prone 
with the woman on top. When she mounts, she 
should position herself at an angle and move back 
onto the penis rather than sitting right down on 
it. She should be able to control her motions, and 
you too should try to remain motionless for a few 
minutes at the same time. When orgasm ts near, 
she can use the squeeze technique on your penis. 

Your mutual understanding, cooperation and 
communication may be the best therapy program 
for you both. Probably, your wife doesn’t want to 
try anything different because it’s over too quickly 
for her, but on the other hand, the fact that she 
wants to stick to the old standard may be the 
cause of your problem. It is sometimes said that a 
woman who always demands the top wants to 
dominate or even castrate the man. Perhaps your 
wife has discovered her own variation on this 
theme. Although the missionary position appears 
passive, she maintains her sexual superiority 
when you come too quickly. Then again, by refus- 
ing to try new positions your wife may, in effect, 
be telling you that she lacks any sex drive or that 
she has basic fears about experimenting. If the 
problem persists, a local clinic or marriage coun- 
selor might be helpful. qs 
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The 


Omen, teasing us into thinking 


They set us up for it in 


that in the sequel we'd meet the 
devil and 
him at last, after all these cen- 


head-on vanquish 
turies. You remember that The 
Omen ended with little Damien, 


the Antichrist, walking away 


holding the hand of some 
unknowing grown-up, after 
having killed his own family 


and all their friends and 
acquaintances. 

Well, in Damien: Omen II 
the ending has high-school-age 
Damien walking off (not hold- 
ing anyone’s hand this time 
after killing his uncle's family, 
and 


friends acquaintances 


Doubtless, the producers will 
/I/ and, if 
think they can get away with it, 


do an Omen they 
an Omen IV, quoting from the 
Book of Revelations all along 
the way. 

That book of the Bible gave 
them not only their subject but 
all their easy outs. If Damien is 
indeed the Antichrist, then 
according to prophecy there's 
only one being in the universe 
who can stop him: The Prince 
Until He does, all 


these poor little people running 


of Princes 


around trying to bypass the 
prophecy haven't got a chance 

Yet they insist on trying. For 
instance, there’s the lovely and 
sophisticated lady journalist 
has the face of 


who seen 


Damien on newly unearthed 
walls in Israel— walls that show 
the faces of the Antichrist as he 
grows up. If she believes the 
prophecies, she knows nothing 
can stop the devil until Christ 
appears; if she doesn’t believe 
them, then what's she doing in 
this movie? 

This is what the journalist 
does: She flies straight to the 


military school where she 
knows Damien will be, just to 
get another look at him before 
she tells everyone who he really 
is! You sit there thinking, “If / 
that the 


moment, 


knew for sure devil 


himself was, for the 
playing football at a military 
school in Wisconsin, and if / 
knew that 
much to do 


decapitated or buried in the 


anyone who has 


with him gets 


sand, or gets caught between 


‘Damien: Omen I/’; Hideous proof of Damien's devilish powers, which 
the dear boy uses to eliminate anyone who gets in his 


way. 


In this section we not only review films, books and the media in America 


today, but also comment on the state of the art with the goal of spurring 


the media on to better productions, As always, we'll present films, books 


and media items that will most interest, entertain and educate our readers 


two trains and has their insides 
squeezed out like 
from a tube—then /‘d get a job 


toothpaste 


as a parking-lot attendant in 
some pleasant place like Miami, 
and wait things out; / wouldn't 
go anywhere near that military 
school in Wisconsin where the 
devil, for the moment, is play- 
ing football.” 

One by one they go and take 
a look. One by one they die: 


William Holden, Lee Grant, 


Lew Ayres and a cast of 
minions. 

And vet, for the first hour or 
so—before you get bored with 
how Damien always wins—this 
isn't a bad film. It’s well-acted, 
well-directed, and at first 


Damien doesn't know he's 
Satan incarnate—he thinks he’s 
just a kid. He's surprisingly 
unscarred by the fact that his 
mother died horribly when he 


was a child and that, at five, his 


father died while trying to kill 
him—but all that was another 
movie. In_ this when he 
finds out he’s the devil he’s not 


He even 


one, 


very happy about it. 
sheds a tear when he has to kill 
his best friend. 

In the first 
deals with 
example, Damien’s uncle runs 


hour the film 
real things. For 
a corporation that Damien will 
one day inherit. There is a bit in 
which they discuss 
person dies of starvation in our 
world every 8.6 seconds—that 
amounts, calculate, to 
10,000 people a day. The devil’s 
corporation wants to buy up 
food-growing land in India, 
Africa South America 
because “Our future profits lie 


how one 


they 


and 


in famine—if you've got a knife 
they'll keep 
their hands at their sides.” 
When someone suggests, with a 


at their bellies, 


dose of liberalism, that this will 
make them our “slaves,” he is 
“No, it will 
them our customers.” 
The implication that being a 
customer might have much in 


answered make 


common with being a slave is 
quite a thing to be said in any 
American movie 

And director Don Taylor has 
filmed one of the most extraor- 
dinary death scenes ever—an 
achievement, of sorts, in an age 
The man who 
Famine Plan is 
playing hockey with Damien 
and his family on a frozen lake. 
The ice below him breaks, and 
the current drags him under the 
ice and the other players. We 
see him as they see him, looking 


of violent films. 
opposes the 


down through the ice as he 
ice-cold water. 
And we see he sees 
them, looking up through water 
and ice as his life ends. It is the 
most horrible death in the film, 
and there isn’t a single drop of 
blood. 
The victims in Damien: Omen 
/1 are praying not 
almost all of them do—just 
end. The film 
makes you wonder a bit about 
that Book of Revelations. Why 
will the Messiah come only 
after the Antichrist has 
wreaked havoc on the world? 
Why answer only the challenge 
of the Antichrist, and none of 
the innocents’ prayers? 
— Michael Ventura 


drowns in the 
them as 


to die—as 


before their 
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‘Jaws 2’: 


In the great Hollywood tradi- 
tion of never underestimating 
the apathy of the American 
public, Richard D. 
Zanuck/David Brown produc- 


this 


tion takes up a previously suc- 
cessful formula and drops it in 
the surf with all the finesse of a 


Near Amity another Great White Shark is on the loose. 


very bowels, the music in Jaws 
2 has the intoxicating turbu- 
lence of a supermasket 
serenade. Whereas the major 
conflict of the first film between 
the public spirit of Amity town- 
ship's police chief (Roy 
Scheider) and the private greed 
of its mayor (Murray Hamilton 
was both gripping and tragic, 
the copy-cat version, starring 
the same actors in the same 
roles, reduces their conflict to 
rigid, unbelievable posturing. 
This fishy disaster was 
directed by French-born Jean- 
not Szwarc, a man whose televi- 
sion work on Rod Serling’s 
Night Gallery and an occasional 
episode of Baretta has always 
been and exciting. 
The horrendous difficulties of 
filming at sea notwithstanding, 
jaws 2 should have revealed 
But 
Szwarc was facing a destructive 
force more powerful than a 
hungry shark—the combined 


shit detail on a Lithuanian 
freighter. 

With every comparison to its 
predecessor, Jaws 2 sinks more 
gummily into the ooze. Where 
jaws had a sphincter-pucker- 
ing, staccato sound track that 
thrummed insistently into your 


sensitive 


those same qualities. 


greed and stupidity of the pro- 
ducers and screenwriters. 

Thee end of jaws 2 fully 
illustrates the creative paralysis 

Desperately 
the teenagers 
marooned on the tied-together 
hulks of their sailboats, Chief 
Brody has managed to winch 


of its producers. 


trying to rescue 


up an underwater power cable 
until it is about five feet out of 
the water. At the last second he 
shoves the cable into the shark’s 
mouth. Not only is the shark 
electrocuted —it also bursts into 
flames, in one of the phoniest 
process shots I’ve ever encoun- 
tered on the screen. 

Don’t let bastards at 
Universal get away with this! 
Jaws 2 is an insult to the 
American filmgoer, and should 
be boycotted. If kids 


plague you to see it, take them 


those 


your 


for a rowboat ride on a nearby 
lake. Ill be twice as real and 
twice as thrilling. 

— Michael Stott 


EROTIC FILMS 


by Al Goldstein 


Man does not live by bread alone; 
sometimes he has to turn to boobs, 
babes and the bawdy. As we don’t 
want to frighten the HUSTLER 
reader into thinking we are merely 
stroking his cerebrum and 
cerebellum and won't stroke his sex 
drive, this section of Media Takes 
will, we hope, direct you to the very 
best in erotic film fare. 


Carnal Games 


As fuck films go, Carnal 

Games is not unlike a little 
puppy dog that has been 
maimed in a car accident. For 
the sake of the pup and your- 
self, you hope it will die a mer- 
ciful death. 

The main drawback to this 
film is that it stars C. J. Laing, 
porn’s worst actress and most 
obnoxious cunt. The chief 
problem with C. J. is that she is 
a snotty, unfriendly bitch with 
nothing to be snotty about. 
Even her body is repulsive; her 
unappetizing pussy looks like 
underdone hamburger. (It’s 
rumored in the business that 
anyone who goes down on C. J. 
will immediately be struck dead 
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‘Carnal Games’ plays its wild card, and two studs poke her. 


This hard-on rating guide is based on a quality-for-your-money formula. However, 
since many X-rated films are censored to conform to “local community standards," 
the movies we review here might not be exactly the version you see. Therefore we sug- 
gest you check with your theater to make sure that you are getting the real thing 


RATING GUIDE 


<. ERECTION 
A constant turn-on. If this won't get it up, you may be dead. 


THREE-QUARTERS ERECT 
HALF ERECT 
So-so. Probably get it up with a little help from your fist. 


Worthwhile. Almost gets it up. But it can still be beat. 
ONE-QUARTER ERECT 


A poor turn-on. Just might get it up if you used a crane. 


TOTALLY LIMP 
A turn-off. This one couldn't get it up if you used a crane. 


by a lethal dose of trichinosis.) 
The only thing that can be said 
in the woman's favor is that 
takes a 
cock down to its hilt, she is at 
least in the proper position for 
supplication—on her knees. 
The plot of Carnal Games is 
about as the 
“Smith” section of a telephone 
directory. As a child, George 
the Jake Teague) 
lives on his family’s country 


when she effortlessly 


interesting as 


aristocrat 


estate. There he discovers his 
sister making with the 
chauffeur—an experience that 
turns him into a lifelong 
voyeur. One day, years later, 
George sees a photo of a popu- 
lar model named Chris (C. J. 
Laing). He is shocked by the 
uncanny resemblance she bears 
to his late sister. After Chris 
marries George for his money, 
he involves her in a series of sor- 
did extramarital affairs. Grip- 
ping drama, huh? 

One of the best sex scenes is 
one in which C. J. becomes a 
voyeur and watches two ser- 
vants and a girl in a very hot 
scene. The trio manage to feign 
sexual interest, and the cum- 
shot is major-league. 

Two of C. J.’s solo masturba- 
tion scenes also pack a modi- 
cum of raunch. The first of 
these occurs 30 minutes into the 


lov e 


movie. While she brings herself 
off, the added tension of won- 
dering whether she is going to 
lose her diamond ring in her 
crotch makes the scene palat- 
able. For the second jerk-off, 
C. J. puts a dildo up her ass and 
then diddles herself while tying 
a dog chain around her clit. 
This porn “star” has a very big 
clit, and therefore uses a very 
big dog chain. 

A scene near the film’s end 
shows one of the more severe 
occupational hazards of 
appearing in X-rated movies. 
The cunt in this one almost gets 
blinded when the guy schtup- 
ping her shoots his load faster 
than a speeding bullet right 
into her eye. (I was told that the 
force of the ejaculation was so 
overwhelming that the actress's 
contact lenses were almost 
jammed down her throat.) 

This movie is also helped by 
some great classical back- 
ground music by Vivaldi. How- 
ever, the pseudolyrical prose of 
the script is nothing but trash. 
For example, one of George's 
friends says, “I just heard a bird 
go by, and the bird told you to 
give me a blow job.” 

The problem with Carnal 
Games is the same as that plagu- 
ing most porn flicks—quick 
and careless production. It may 


satisfy the drunks in the 


audience, but that’s about all. 
The film is like a tissue used to 
wipe your snot away—service- 
able but not memorable. The 
casting of a loser like C. J. 
Laing and 
George 


the faux pas of 


losing his affected 


accent as the film winds down 
are further proof of the shoddy 
effort by all, er, hands. In addi- 
tion, the final, perfunctory orgy 
scene, in which everyone eats 
C. J.'s cherry-flavored panties, 
has all the verve and zip of a 
ride on the BMT subway. Miss 
it if you can. 


Happy 


Holiday 


This German-made film is 

a boon to the bush-movie 
industry. It features some 
superlooking Teutonic women 
in opulent settings and has a 
totally reasonable plot. Happy 
Holiday's primary problem, 
however, is its dubbed-in 
English voice track. When 
dubbing is not properly syn- 
chronized with the performers’ 
lip movements, as is the case 
here, it intrudes upon the 
viewer's aesthetic sense and 
tends to tip the critical scale 
toward the minus side. But, 
despite this technical flaw, the 
simple accomplishment of 
seeing fresh faces and fresh 
bodies performing well-filmed 
sexual gymnastics in new sur- 
roundings is a joy. 

The film opens with the 
scenic city of London. We come 
across Claudia (Olinka Jons- 
son), a zaftigand sensual starlet 
who is restless and in need of a 
vacation. She tells her boy- 
friend she’s going to visit her 
father and stepmother, the Stil- 
lers, in Germany. On the boat 
trip she has a raunchy sex scene 


‘Carnal Games’: A muff-diver could get lost inside C. J. Laing. 


‘Happy Holiday’: Elegant and erotic entree from West Germany. 


in her cabin with a silent sadist. 
He grabs Claudia by her hair 
and pulls her down to suck his 
cock, then drags her by the hair 
into the bedroom, where he 
fucks the shit out of her. 

When Claudia finally arrives 
in Hamburg, she meets her 1 5- 
year-old virginal sister, Doris 
(Karen Karlson). With very lit- 
tle hesitation the film quickly 
leads into Doris’s masturbation 
scene and subsequent lesbian 
encounter with her 
teacher (Nina Lund). 

As the film continues we find 
that the Stiller home is a 
general house of degeneracy. In 
one room, for the 
butler is continually jerking off. 
Not wanting to feel left out, 
Frau Stiller runs a combination 
sex clinic/stud service on the 
side, and proceeds to help a 
sexually troubled married cou- 
ple by employing Fritz (Karl 
Blake), an Aryan rent-a-stud, 
for some hot, three-way action. 

Meanwhile, Claudia—who 
up until now has literally been 
holding her own, sexually — 
finally finds a lover. He takes 
her to a friend’s apartment, 
where they gleefully get it on. 
However, unbeknown to Clau- 


piano 


instance, 


dia, the joint is a voyeur’s wet 
dream, complete with screening 
room on one side of a one-way 
mirror. And who is the lucky 
peeper? None other than Mr. 
Stiller, the dirty old fart, who 
gets his rocks off watching his 
daughter getting porked. 

The producer of Happy Holi- 
day, Bette Ussa, is an ex-Luft- 
waffe pilot who also owns a 
chain of porno shops in Ger- 
many. Makes you want to jerk 
off into your yarmulke, doesn’t 
it? Nevertheless, the excellence 
of this film is due to its liberal 
budget and high production 
values. In its own eclectic way 
Happy Holiday mixes the 
fascination of historical Europe 
and the postcard beauty of Eu- 
ropean scenery with hot, cling- 
ing, warm flesh. In fact, one 
could even use the word elegant 
to characterize this film. 

Besides the dubious dubbing, 
the only other defect here is the 
voice-over narrative, which has 
the simplicity of a “see Dick, 
see Jane” primer, and which 
reminded me of a Walt Disney 
nature documentary. But, these 
technical flaws aside, Happy 
Holiday is easily this month's 
best erotic offering. 
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Edited by Robin Keats 


The paperback market in America 


business, mainly 
softhound books are a 
cheaper alternative for the book- 
buying public and they 
offer a wider selection of titles 
With this in mind, HUSTLER 
will focus on the paperback market 
for its reviews, although worth- 
while hardcover editions will not 
be ignored. We aim provide 
information about the best works 
available for the least amount of 
money and about ones that attempt 
to serve our readers either as en- 
tertainment or as enlightenment 


nee My = 
an es O 
the Secret Self 


by Leslie Fiedler; 
Schuster; $12.95 
Human aberrations have been 


is a booming 


because 


because 


Simon and 


in constant public demand 


since prehistory. Their bizarre 
forms are somehow alluring, as 


if the beauty and perfection of 


‘Freaks’ 


Correct posture for three-legged people while seated (left) 


And where's his pal’s 


Trac 11? 


nature required an obscene 
condition of 


that freaks were even manufac- 


man in order to | (tured. For example, the ancient 


balance itself. Chinese forced selected 


This demand, in ancient | children into boxed traps, 
times, was so culturally wide- | which severely limited the 
spread (from the days of past | growth of the youngsters’ 


Oriental civilizations through 


the 


trunks and limbs while allowing 


era of medieval Europe their heads to grow to full size. 


‘Freaks’ 


Not they 


be cause 


wear 


masks while around nude, 


white 


standing 


but because they came equipped with cocks, 


The Romans, worked a 
ghastly human-freak factory. 
Infants were fed 
salts in order to induce rickets, 


then (as they grew in deformed 


too, 


ritually lime 


their 


patterns) spines were 
anointed with the fat of dor- 
mice, bats and moles. This 


balls and tits. 


4 


f 


a 


: 
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’ 


He's called a “‘living skeleton.’ 


hideous treatment caused 
spinal marrow to dry up, 
shriveling the body into the 
desired, mutated shape. 

The sexual connotations of 
freakism are manyfold. Fiedler 
writes in the chapter “Beauty 
and the Beast: The Eros of 
Ugliness”: “All Freaks are per- 
ceived to one degree or another 
as erotic. Indeed, abnormality 
arouses in some normal behold- 
ers a temptation to go beyond 
looking to knowing in the full 
carnal sense the ultimate other. 
That desire is itself felt as 
freaky, however, since it implies 
not only a longing for degrada- 
tion but also a dream of breach- 
ing the last taboo.” 

The sexuality of the world’s 
human oddities represents a 
gruesomely spectacular range 
of organs: giant and miniature 
penises, multiple-penis forma- 
tions, penises with bones in 
them, no penises at all, multiple 
testicles, dual clitorises. Fiedler 
quotes Victor Hugo’s The Man 
Who Laughs: “Ugliness is insig- 
nificant, deformity is grand. 
Ugliness is a devil's grin behind 
beauty; deformity is akin to 
sublimity.” 

Fiedler, who is perhaps the 
foremost authority on Ameri- 
can literature, explores every 
deformed nook and shaded cor- 
ner of freakism. He entertain- 
ingly sweeps from the religious 
to the sexual to the mythologi- 
cal to the artistic to the histori- 


cal to the philosophical implica- 
tions of generations of freaks. 
In so doing he grounds the live 
wire of his exposition to almost 
everything ever recorded about 
both false and true-to-life freak 
stories. The index to Freaks 
contains a register of everyone 
who has ever touched on the 
subject, including Truman 
Capote, Brian DePalma, T. S. 
Eliot, W.C. Fields, Arlo 
Guthrie and Adolph Hitler. 
Freaks satisfies a very dark 
appetite—the need to know 
what may lie beneath our other- 
wise beautiful skin. Rep- 
resenting the flip side of man- 
kind, the book is fleshed-out, 
bloody, bone-chilling reading. 
In fact, it is palatable, even 
gourmet-quality gore. 
—Robin Keats 


Baseball I 
Gave You All 
the Best Years 
of My Life 


Edited by Kevin Kerrane and 
Richard Grossinger; North Atlan- 
tic Books; 456 Hudson Street, 
Oakland, California 946] 8; 
$8.95 
Those who claim that baseball 
has yet to inspire literature of 
quality are probably convinced 
that not much has been pro- 
duced in the genre since Casey 
whiffed on that long-ago third 
strike. They'll be surprised by 
this hefty collection of free- 
swinging inkslinging. 

The material included here is 
a little unorthodox for a sports 
anthology. Then again, editors 
Kerrane and Grossinger, who 
considered Tales, Traces, 
Visions and Voodoo From a Native 
American Rite as a working title 
for this book, have a perspec- 
tive on the Grand Old Game 
slightly askew from the conven- 
tional view from the pressbox. 

Anyone who has ever played 
baseball—on a sandlot or in the 
major leagues—will respond to 
the images of the game created 
between these pages; clearly 
focused, they take us back to 
greet memories of our past. 

For example, Roger Angell 
on the subject of the box score: 
“Tts] encompassing neatness 
permits the baseball fan, aided 


by experience and memory, to 
extract from a box score the 
same joy, the same hallucina- 
tory reality, that prickles the 
scalp of a musician when he 
glances at a page of his score of 
Don Giovanni and actually hears 
bassos and sopranos, wood- 
winds and violins.” 

Or savor Richard Grossin- 
ger’s heated invective opposing 
adoption of the DH rule by the 
American League: “To state 
that a team with a Designated 
Hitter is better than a team 
without one is like Baba Ram 
Dass telling his Indian guru 
how much he made in America 
and having it translated into 
rupees.” 

For some contributors a 
nostalgia for games, heroes and 
days past plays a featured role: 
“Going for his 3,000th hit, 
Musial neglected to concentrate 
and took his stride too early. 
But he kept his bat back, as all 
great hitters do. On sheer 
reflex, he slugged a double to 
left” (Roger Kahn). 

Perhaps John Sayles’s tran- 
scription of game-time chatter 
(“Chuckeratinthere iss gahcant- 
itissgahcantit!”) will give you 
some idea of the myriad re- 
sponses to a child’s game this 
anthology—another in North 
Atlantic’s excellent /o series— 
provides. The World Series 
may disappoint; repeated read- 
ings of these stories, poems and 
memoirs won't. 

— jonathan King 


The Seven 
Witches 


by George MacBeth; Harcourt 
Brace Jovanovich; $7.95 
Cadbury may be the name of a 
chocolate bar, but in George 
MacBeth’s latest erotic espio- 
nage thriller she’s Agent 69 of 
the British Secret Service. As 
the world’s most beautiful spy, 
Cadbury takes advantage of her 
“license to screw,” while crack- 
ing a case of revenge and politi- 
cal intrigue in James Bondian 
style. 

However, unlike Agent 007, 
whose wit and impeccable sense 
of timing ultimately put him in 
control of everyone and every 
situation he encountered, Cad- 
bury is more of a pawn. For 
example, she is directly manip- 


a 


ulated by her boss, Loyola, 
a man who is something of a 
hard-nosed pervert with a great 
deal of pent-up personal ven- 
geance to wreak. 

Though sensational gim- 
micks are not a part of Mac- 
Beth's style, the novel is packed 
with explicit sex, described in a 
stinging and graphic manner 
that never becomes gratuitous 
or tedious. 

Cadbury is sent to infiltrate a 
mysterious sex-research and 
fantasy-fulfillment center oper- 
ated by Sapphire, madam of a 
world-renowned prostitution 
ring. Our heroine, armed only 
with her sexual expertise, dives 
into this perverse group of 
pleasure-seekers to uncover 
Sapphire’s connection with 


A license to screw. 


‘Witches’: 


some Arab terrorists who have 
an unhealthy interest in British 
oil reserves. 

Cadbury is never sure who's 
on her side and, as the plot 
thickens, she becomes not only 
everybody’s pawn but their 
target as well. She’s caught be- 
tween personal vendettas and 
competing governments. In the 
end, her Mother England is 
saved from the forces of evil, 
and we learn no one can be 
trusted in the cold world of 
espionage, wherein everyone is 
corrupt. 

MacBeth’s terse but descrip- 
tive writing style is always to 
the point and without the over- 
indulgence characteristic of 
many novelists in this genre. 
It’s both tense and erotic in a 
hard-edged manner, with a 
sinister tone that runs from 
start to finish. — 

—Kevin Merrill e 
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Should ka ~ About 
‘Women 


FG easeme IEE 00KS. 


A. pas: 

This collection features Ron Raffaelli’s aitietle photography, which 
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The islands of Micronesia are 
strewn along the Equator like 
jade beads on the deep blue of 
the Pacific Ocean, more than 
2,000 miles southwest of 
Hawaii. In part due to their 
relative isolation from the dis- 
tractions of the outside world, 
the islands’ peoples have 
developed diverse and exotic sex- 
ual styles. This is the tale of 
how two of these sexual life- 
styles came together. 


1963: My girlfriend and I 
are shacked up in a fourth- 
floor hotel room. She is talk- 
ing on the telephone, smil- 
ing sweetly as she relates to 
her mother an elaborate lie 
concerning her whereabouts. 
I'm halfway listening while I 
read an article on the sexual 
practices of the people on 
Truk Island. 

“Listen to this,” [ say as 
she hangs up. ““The sexual 
technique of Trukese men 
is probably the most 
physiologically satisfying for 
women of any in the world. 
The male lies on his back 
with the woman kneeling 
over him. He slowly strokes 
the woman’s clitoris with the 
tip of his penis. Only when 
she is at the point of orgasm 
does he penetrate her 
vagina.’ ” 

“Good grief! Let’s try it.” 

1966: Lam put ashore ona 
small coral island on the 
Satawal atoll in the south- 
west Pacific, about 200 miles 
from the main lagoon of 
Truk. “The Peace Corps 
goes to Paradise,” the hype 
said, and having frittered 
away my last minute of col- 
lege draft deferment, | 
signed on ina hot second. Three months 
{and too many psychologists) later I’m 
classified “high risk/high gain” and 
given an airplane ticket to Guam. 

Four o'clock in the morning: Sleepy 
and hung-over (from complimentary 
champagne), but giddy with adventure, 
the first contingent of Peace Corps 
volunteers to Micronesia tumbles off the 
chartered jet into the seedy collection of 
Quonset huts known as Guam Interna- 
tional Airport. Then on to Truk. 


Illustration by Stephen Douglas 


Many sexual pleasures have remained hidden behind the doors of 
fear, ignorance, inexperience and hypocrisy for too long. In keeping 
with HUSTLER'’s belief that repression of natural, healthy urges is 
physically and emotionally damaging, we present this series of 
informative articles on sex practices throughout the world. We do this 
to educate our readers on the varieties of human sexuality, to lessen 
their inhibitions and—ultimately—to make them even better persons. 


SouTH SEAS 
EX RITUAL 


Truk is a relic from World War II. Its 
beauty belies its name from those days: 
Fortress Truk. The Japanese, premier 
islanders of all the world, spent 25 years 
trying to make the world’s largest 
lagoon impregnable to attack. They put 
bunkered antiaircraft artillery on the 
tops of the high volcanic islands dotting 
the lagoon. But they never fired a shot 
when the battle of Truk went down. 
Admiral Chester W. Nimitz cut the 
place off logistically by sailing around it 


to the Marianas, near Japan. 

Then one afternoon late in 
the war he came back with a 
vengeance. Navy pilots sank 
more than 30 ships in 
minutes and blasted the 
starving Japanese soldiers in 
a Pearl Harbor replay with 
the tables turned. 

As our DC-3 circles in 
over the lagoon 20 years 
later, we see the hulks of the 
Japanese ships rusting in the 
turquoise sea. After three 
days on a tramp steamer I go 
ashore in papaya/breadfruit 
land, mindful of the remarks 
from the article I had read 
three years earlier. 

Trukese men are proud of 
their sex magic. It’s not as 
if they lack inducement 
though. Trukese women 
have soft brown skin set off 
by long black hair scented 
with fresh coconut oil. 
Mwaramwars (wreaths) of 
sweet-smelling tropical 
flowers encircle their heads 
with perfume. Their eyes 
seem to smoulder and 
sparkle at the same time. 
The grass skirts are gone, 
but in their place are home- 
made skirts and dresses in 
whites, pinks, yellows and 
reds. They have a natural 
nonchalance in their move- 
ments and postures, as 
languid and sensuous as a 
Gauguin canvas. The seduc- 
tion swings both ways. 

There is a notion in the 
minds of most Micronesians 
that all the efforts of Jesuits 
and German Evangelicals 
have so far failed to change: 
Namely, that it is right and 
natural for sexually mature 
people to actively seek sex- 
ual union whether they are married to 
each other or not. 

It is not unusual among Micronesians 
for sexual activity to begin in the early 
teens. This is regarded as natural and 
inevitable, but doesn’t mean that sex on 
Truk or the other Micronesian islands 
is open or obvious. The opposite is true. 
Single men and women are rarely seen 
together in pairs—at least they 
shouldn’t be. It’s damn difficult to get a 
Trukese woman alone. During the 


HUSTLER OCTOBER 33 


The Joys of Sex 
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daytime they are usually in pairs and 
groups, and it’s just not kosher to walk 
up to a single woman and start rapping. 
Trukese lovers don’t waste much time 
on small talk. Messages are conveyed, 
however, in traditional ways. The kind 
of flowers in a woman’s hair signifies 
whether or not she is open to invitation. 
There is a lot of broad suggestiveness in 
the daytime relationships between the 
sexes. The women act diffident face to 
face with men, but they also giggle and 
talk to each other behind their hands in 
groups, and their eyes . . . their eyes roll 
and laugh at the slightest suggestion. 
Trukese sexual culture is complicated 
as hell, and I sure don’t understand all 
of the rules, but one general maxim 
covers the essentials. I can relate to this 
concept because it is most succinctly 
stated by “Night time is the right time!” 
Assuming you can get your message 
across to the woman of your choice dur- 
ing the day, what happens at night is 
officially nobody’s business. Customari- 
ly, a Trukese man would carve a wooden 
love-stick with characteristic designs, 
approach the hut of the woman being 
courted and poke it through the thatch. 
If the woman liked your stick, she 
pulled it in and you had it made. If she 


Where female genitalia are con- 
cerned, the rule of preference is “the 
bigger the better.” This attitude is 
reflected in the most common exclama- 
tion of surprise used among Trukese 
men: mwasamwaseday. This expression is 
used in the English context of “god- 
damn” or “far out,” but translates 
roughly as “look at the size of it!” 

Accommodating themselves to this 
aesthetic, Trukese women until recently 
pulled and rubbed on the inner lips of 
their vaginas until they hung down be- 
tween their legs as long appendages. For 
a finishing touch these were tatooed 
black. This distinctive feature of their 
sexual anatomy was noted by members 
of the Pacific Fleet and affectionately 
dubbed the “Trukese apron.” 

This preference for size extends to the 
thighs as well. One female Peace Corps 
volunteer in Truk was widely admired 
by Trukese men, though she was not 
considered particularly attractive by 
American standards. “What do you guys 
see in that girl?” I asked a Trukese 
friend of mine. 

“Tuna thighs,” he replied. 

There is one aspect of Trukese sexual 
technique that bears mentioning: It is 
not uncommon for a Trukese woman at 


Now your most bizarre fantasies can be 
right at your fingertips. Each book is 
unabridged, and contains various case 
histories of sexual deviations found in 
our society. Explicit black and white 
photographs show what you've been 


didn’t, she shoved the rascal right out 
again. The only tricky part of this is 
that, unless the man can arrange a clan- 
destine meeting in an abandoned canoe- 

missing. house or hut, he is expected to come in, 
ieee perce ete wie toca | aii ee tO step over the relatives laid wall to wall — 
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ni the act of love with Grandma snoring Trukese guys wear those towels around 
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the moment of orgasm, or shortly after- 
ward, to piss on her lover. Remember, 
she’s on top! I never experienced this 
curious sensation, but a good friend of 
mine was once so honored. “I told her to 
never do it again!’ he remarked. Then 
he added, “Now I know why all these 
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somehow, Trukese lovers find their time 
together, and they certainly make the 
best of it. 

Trukese men make a show of “suffer- 
ing for love.” Publicly, this is signified 


Until the 1950s there was practical- 
ly no regular contact among the various 
island cultures of Micronesia. About 
that time, however, the civil adminis- 
trators of Micronesia built a secondary 
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way of “proving your love.” Over the 
years, | have suggested this ritual of 
intensification to various American 
women of my acquaintance, with 
singularly poor results. Apparently, they 
felt no need to be that intense. 

An irrepressibly randy old rancher | 
once worked with used to tell me that he 
liked ‘ta great big pussy with a little- 
bitty hole.” I repeat this dubious remark 
to illustrate certain aspects of Trukese 
sexual aesthetics. 


Central School. 

It did not take long for the lusty 
nature of island sexuality and the 
natural rivalry of island cultures to 
assert themselves. This took the form of 
a jocular (but intense) debate on the 
question of which sex from which 
culture possessed the strongest sexual 
powers or love magic. If you study the 
sexual culture of any island group in 
Micronesia, you are likely to conclude 
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area and thighs is considered taboo. 


Ponapeans all possess unique and vigor- 
ous sexual traditions. 


But the debate gradually centered on 
the love magic of Trukese men versus 
the powers and techniques of women 
from the Marshalls. It was finally agreed 
that only a belly-to-belly confrontation 
between a representative of each would 
settle the issue once and for all. This 
unscheduled course in comparative sex- 
uality was easily the most interesting 
part of the Pacific Central 
School curriculum. 

Perhaps no island in the world pro- 
vides a better setting for such intimate 
competition than Ponape. It is a high, 
wet, incredibly lush locale, where yams 
are measured by how many men it takes 
to carry one. There are two-man yams, 
four-man yams and so forth. Add to this 
the Ponapean love for the juice of the 
kava root, and it’s easy to un- 


Islands 


narcotic 
derstand why, when it comes to sensual- 
ity, the Ponapeans are nobody’s fools. 
A few words about the sexual tech- 
niques of the Marshallese women need 
to be added. When people think of the 
Marshall Islands, they tend to focus on 
the atomic test at Bikini atoll. But the 
real place of interest in the Marshall 
Islands, which are all low, sandy atolls 
and coral reefs, is Arno. This island is 
the holy place of Marshallese sexuality. 
It was to Arno that young Marshall- 
ese women were sent by sailing canoe to 
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learn the secrets of sexual love. The 
school on Arno, known in the Pacific as 
the University of Arno, is conducted by 
the women of that island. Its curriculum 
is highly esoteric, but two main ele- 
ments well-known. First, young 
women are instructed to spend hours 
lying in the surging surf in order to 
internalize the cosmic rhythm of Mother 
Ocean. Second, they are trained in the 
technique that has come to be known as 
the “Marshallese helicopter.” 

The “Marshallese helicopter,” an 
astonishing maneuver, is performed in 
the same basic position as that used by 
Trukese lovers. The surprise comes from 
the Marshallese woman’s ability to spin 
like a dervish on the man’s erect penis. 


are 


This is accomplished by a series of short 
180-degree hops over the man’s body — 
while maintaining penetration. Planting 
a foot in your lover’s solar plexus or 
crushing his nuts with a badly placed 
big toe is considered poor form. 

But let us return to the Pacific Islands 
Central School in Ponape in the 1950s. 
The Trukese men agreed to select from 
their number the most accomplished 
sexual magician—likewise, the Mar- 
shallese women. During the days pre- 
ceding the evening of their encounter 
we may assume that all the esoterica of 
both sexual cultures was employed. 
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These included meditation, fasting, in- 
cantations and love potions of various 
kinds. In short, every known trick of 
making another susceptible to one’s sex- 
ual power was utilized by the contes- 
tants and their supporters. 

On the evening of their coupling the 
other students of the Central School hid 
themselves in the jungle surrounding 
the appointed As his loving 
adversary knelt over him, the Trukese 
youth began to strum a jungle rhythm of 
love across her nether lips. From her low 
moans it seemed that she was being 
swept away, taken off by a tidal wave of 


place. 


Trukese passion. 

Sensing the imminence of her oceanic 
orgasm, the Trukese man plunged into 
her depths. Then, as the sensuous wave 
crested within her, she began to spin. 
This is the ‘*Marshallese 
helicopter.” 

It is difficult to imagine a winner or 


famous 


loser in an encounter such as I have 
described. But, in fairness to the spirit of 
the experiment, it must be told that as 
the tide of loving energy receded, the 
Marshallese woman arose slowly and 
slipped into the tropical night. The 
moon shone down on the Trukese man 


as he lay on the pandanus mat in the 


jungle clearing under the coconut trees. 


. e 
He was unconscious. eS 
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Three men were assigned major and pub- 
lic roles in the historic events of Novem- 
ber 1963 in Dallas, Texas—John F. Ken- 
nedy, Lee Harvey Oswald and Jack Ruby. 
Since those tragic days the American news 
media have devoted a great deal of energy 
to a critical examination of Kennedy’s per- 
sonal and political life. Indeed, books and 
even front-page stories in major news- 
papers and television news programs have 
delved into the murdered President's 
tenuous ties, through an alleged sexual 
relationship, to organized crime. It 
remains one of the ironies of the past 
decade and a hall that Jack Ruby is now 
emerging as a patriotic nightclub owner 
who loved the republic not wisely, but too 
well, while Lee Harvey Oswald has been 
reborn in the Reader’s Digest as a skilled 
assassin trained by the KGB (Soviet secret 
police). 

In February of this year CBS aired Ruby 
and Oswald, a drama which told us that 
Ruby was an emotional man, that he truly 
cared for the President and the President's 
wile and that he killed Oswald not because 
he loved him less but because he loved 
Jacqueline Kennedy more, and therefore 
quite naturally sought to spare her the 
additional grief of returning to Dallas for a 
long and dreary trial. As the current media 


revisionists tell it, Jack Kennedy was a 
lecher whose degrading sexual excesses 
betrayed a loving wife and a naive and 
trusting country. Ruby, on the other 
hand, suffered greatly through his pure 
and abiding love. In a sense. he both killed 
and died for us all. 

And what of Lee Harvey Oswald? The 
forgotten, inept and hated loner of the 
early 1960s returns to us in the late 1970s 
as a cool, KGB-trained killing machine, 
courtesy of FBI Director J. Edgar 
Hoover's favorite transmission belt for 
the dissemination of false information, the 
Reader’s Digest, and the questionable 
theories of an author who put his 
legitimizing credential as “‘critic of the 
Warren Commission Report” on the line 
for a budget of approximately $2 million. 
No one dare call Edward Jay Epstein, 


author of the Reader's Digestbook Legend: 


The Secret World of Lee Harvey Oswald, a 
cheap whore. 

The lives and times of Jack Ruby and 
Lee Harvey Oswald were full and 
troubled. Neither was a loner. Both were 
deeply involved with American intelli- 
gence assignments, and Ruby had served 
as a front man for organized crime for 
most of his life. Even a cursory examina- 
tion of their various assignments will 
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move us much nearer to understanding 
the implications of the assassination of 
President Kennedy. Before we look more 
closely at the real Jack Ruby, however, it 
may be instructive to look at the image of 
him now being promoted. 

According to the television production, 
Ruby killed Oswald so that Kennedy's 
family—above all, the President's 
widow— would not have to suffer through 
a public trial. This media fabrication may 
now establish a trend. During May of this 
year David R. Berkowitz, the self-styled 
“Son of Sam” killer, pleaded guilty in 
New York City to having murdered six 
persons and wounded seven others during 
a year-long rampage with a .44 revolver. 
While entering his plea, he explained to 
the court (reportedly with a straight face) 
that he had decided to plead guilty ‘‘to 
spare the families of the victims the circus 
of a trial.” Perhaps the TV “‘documentary 
drama’ showing Ruby agonizing over Jac- 
queline Kennedy's forthcoming return to 
Dallas inspired Berkowitz. 

Ruby, in fact, was a hired killer who 
worked for the FBI and organized crime. 
He murdered Oswald as an assignment. 
Shortly after Ruby’s arrest—three cheers 
here for the Dallas police, who were able 
to apprehend the hit man in their midst— 


Report by Mark Lane 


Illustration by Peter Green 


his attorney, Tom Howard, told veteran 
reporter Alonzo Hudkins that he and his 
client were depressed. They were unable 
to develop an adequate legal defense to 
the charge. Hudkins told me recently that 
he then suggested to Howard that Ruby 
adopt a story that might create some pub- 
lic sympathy for Oswald’s assailant. At 
that point, according to Hudkins, he 
thought up the idea that Ruby should say 
he shot Oswald to spare Jackie Kennedy 
the trauma of a trial. Howard’s face lit up, 
and he said, ‘*Well, that sounds real good. 
I'll tell Jack about that today.” 

Later, Howard called Hudkins to tell 
him that ‘Jack loved the story and he is 
going to use it.’ A few years later the 
myth became reality as the American peo- 
ple saw an actor portraying Ruby going vi- 
cariously through Jackie’s suffering until, 
as a man of compassion, he impulsively 
put an end to the threat. 

Jack Ruby emerged as a central 
character in the Dallas drama when he 
shot JFK’s alleged assassin on November 
24, 1963, in the basement of the Dallas 
Police and Courts Building (and before a 
live-television audience). Oswald had 
been a prisoner for two days, during which 
time the local police and the FBI both 
silenced and isolated him. He had been 
interrogated for more than 12 hours by 
FBI agents, prosecuting attorneys and 
local and state authorities, and yet the 
Warren Commission reported without 
further explanation that no tape record- 
ings, stenographic records or comprehen- 
sive notes survived the interview session. 
Therefore, we were unable to learn what 
Oswald had said during the lengthy 
periods of questioning. The suspect was 
further isolated when, after he requested 
that a lawyer come forward to provide 
legal assistance for him, the three lawyers 
retained for that purpose by the Dallas 
Civil Liberties Union were denied the 
right to talk with him. Unfortunately, 
neither the lawyers nor the American 
Civil Liberties Union made any effort to 
overcome the blocks set up by the FBI and 
the local police to deny Oswald’s right to 
counsel. 

Just after Oswald was murdered by 
Ruby, who had worked for the FBI in 
Dallas in 1959, the FBI destroyed a letter 
from Oswald, which was then in its files in 
Dallas. The forensic evidence alone pro- 
vides ample proof of a conspiracy to 
assassinate President Kennedy. There- 
fore, if Oswald was guilty, he was part of 
the conspiracy; if he was not part of the 
conspiracy, he was innocent. From the 
viewpoint of the assassins it was necessary 
to silence Oswald while he was in police 
custody, for if guilty he might have in- 
criminated others, and in any event his 
trial would no doubt have provided a 
forum for evidence of conspiracy. If Os- 
wald was innocent, the evidence might 
well have established that fact, alerting the 
nation that the murderers were still at 
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Lee Oswald: “Lone assassin,” or pawn in a terrible game played at the highest levels of government? 


large. Ruby, from the vantage point of the 
conspirators, met the historically neces- 
sary obligation that self-preservation 
imposed upon them. 

Who was Jack Ruby, and how did he get 
into the basement of the Dallas Police and 
Courts Building to kill Lee Harvey 
Oswald? The Warren Commission pre- 
tended to confront these questions, 
secured some discomfiting information 
that it ignored or suppressed, and was 
both an accomplice and willing victim of 
the FBI's refusal to share its information. 

With the limited historical perspective 
afforded by little more than a decade, it 
appears that Jack Ruby may be the Roset- 
ta stone of the assassination. A new inves- 
tigation might profitably begin by examin- 
ing the many facets of his life. Only recent- 
ly did I discover that he had received help 
getting into the Police and Courts Building 
and that he did not enter through the 
Main Street ramp. Witnesses in Dallas, 
alive although frightened, know that 
Charles Batchelor, then assistant chief of 
the Dallas Police Department, personally 
escorted Jack Ruby into the basement via 
an elevator and that moments later Ruby 
executed Oswald. Batchelor was later pro- 
moted to chief of police. 

Batchelor had played a major and 
perhaps decisive role in determining the 
route of the President’s motorcade. And 
several days before the assassination in 


This is the last photo ever taken of Jack Ruby, 
whose connections to U.S. intelligence and 
organized crime have long been overlooked. 


Dealey Plaza he was the ranking represen- 
tative of the Dallas Police Department to 
drive over the selected route with federal 
authorities. 

When the Warren Commission asserted 
that Ruby had not been part of organized 
crime, it did so by suppressing the FBI's 
information about him and by alleging 


UPI photo 


that local authorities stated that Ruby was 
not so involved. The local authority cited 
was Assistant Chief of Police Charles 
Batchelor. 

The Commission’s commitment to 
cover up the possibility of Ruby’s involve- 
ment in any action other than one 
impulsive act on November 24, 1963, was 
no doubt responsible for its determination 
that Ruby was not at Parkland Memorial 
Hospital (where Kennedy and Texas 
Governor John Connally were taken) on 
November 22, 1963, in spite of very 
strong testimony to the contrary. For in- 
stance, Seth Kantor, a reporter for the 
Scripps- Howard newspaper chain, testified 
before the Commission that he not only 
had seen Ruby at the hospital that after- 
noon but had also spoken to him. Ruby, 
Kantor maintained, had tugged at his coat 
and asked him whether or not he (Ruby) 
should open his club that night in view of 
the tragedy. As a reporter for the Dallas 


Times Herald, Kantor had known Ruby for 
years. In spite of repeated and disbelieving 
interrogations by the Commission, Kantor 
was adamant. He testified: *‘I did talk to 
the man, and he did stop me, and I just 
can’t have any doubt about that.” 
Kantor’s testimony as to Jack Ruby’s 
presence in the hospital on that date was 
corroborated by several other witnesses, 
but to no avail. All the Commission could 
secure to support the preconception that 
Ruby was not there was its allegation that 
Ruby denied it—or, as one Commission 
lawyer told a witness in an effort to con- 
vince her to change her statement: *‘Jack 
himself has denied very vehemently he 
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OSWALD IS SHOT: Lee Harvey Ovwald cringes as Jack Ruby attacks him at Dallas jail. Policeman is J. R. Leavella 


was oul at the hospital.’* And the bullet, 
which tied Oswald’s purported rifle to the 
assassination, materialized at the hospital 
while Ruby. was there. According to the wit- 
ness who discovered the slug—Darrell C. 
Tomlinson, a senior engineer at Park- 
land—it rolled off a stretcher, either Presi- 
dent Kennedy’s or Governor Connally’s, 
after an unknown man “pushed the 
stretcher.” 

In 1959 the American intelligence com- 
munity entered into a partnership with 
organized crime with the 
assassinating Fidel Castro. Evidence 
uncovered in 1975 by the Senate Select 
Committee on Intelligence (Church Com- 
mittee) revealed that a series of abortive 
efforts to kill the Cuban premier were 
undertaken by this partnership. Also in 
1959, not long after the victory of the 
Cuban Revolution and while that country 
was still in a state of transition, Jack Ruby 


visited Havana. 

For the Cuban people the island’s major 
harvests were agricultural, including sugar 
cane and tobacco, but for American crimi- 
nal syndicates the harvest was freshly 
laundered cash taken each night from 
their casinos—the largest and most lucra- 
tive gambling establishments in the world. 
In August 1959 this cash-flow was 
threatened by the new Castro govern- 
ment. It was at this time that Lewis J. 
McWillie, manager of the Tropicana 
casino (the world’s largest, owned by 
Meyer Lansky’s syndicate), invited Ruby 
to Havana, paid his air fare and spent 
many hours with him there. 


aim of 


Ruby’s visit to Havana followed his 
effort to secure a letter of introduction to 
Castro. He offered to purchase such a let- 
ter for $25,000, according to the statement 
of Robert R. McKeown. 

McKeown might have been the most 
important witness to testify before the 
Warren Commission. Two of the Com- 
mission’s lawyers felt his testimony was 
urgently required. Had McKeown 
testified, the course of the past decade and 
a half might have been materially 
different. Having learned what McKeown 
knew, the members of the Commission 
could hardly have insisted that either 
Ruby or Oswald were lone assassins. The 
Commission, determined to find no con- 
spiracy, resolved its dilemma by refusing 
to call McKeown as a witness and by deny- 
ing permission to the Commission lawyers 
to take his testimony. Robert McKeown 
remains a man of mystery. His life reads 
not unlike an exciting adventure story. 

McKeown and an associate had 
invented and developed a machine to 
clean coffee beans. That task had been 
time-consuming and had previously been 
done by hand. ‘‘We took our machine to 
Cuba,’ McKeown said, ‘‘because of the 
cheap labor there.” 

Fulgencio Batista was running the coun- 
try; his militia called upon McKeown and 
said the dictator wanted to be a partner in 
the venture. Batista wanted a 20-percent 
interest in the company. McKeown, sti- 
fling feelings of outrage, explained that he 
was an American citizen and business- 
man. The guards shrugged and left. They 
returned later, and McKeown offered a 
similar explanation. They again left. Other 
guards returned, and McKeown—at rifle 
and bayonet point—was thrown into a 
military vehicle and then flown to Miami. 
He was told he would be killed if he ever 
returned to Cuba. 

McKeown brooded about his loss, and 
was then approached by a representative 
of Carlos Prio, the former president of 
Cuba who had been overthrown by 
Batista. Would McKeown like to meet 
Prio to discuss ways of regaining his busi- 
ness? The meeting was set up, and a 20- 
year friendship began. 

Prio explained that a revolution to oust 
Batista was under way. It was to be well- 
financed and led in the field by a man 
named Fidel Castro. Prio was to be 
restored as president, and McKeown 
would get his business back. The opera- 
tion needed a talented, sophisticated, 
well-connected, highly motivated 
American businessman to secure weapons 
and get them to Castro in Cuba. 
McKeown agreed. He was well-paid and 
anxious to again have control of his lucra- 
tive setup in Cuba. 

McKeown spent more than a week with 
Castro at a hotel in Tampico, Mexico. He 
embarked upon a plan to get guns and 
ammunition to Cuba for Castro’s troops. 
[Editor's Note: Following the successful 
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revolution Fidel Castro, not Carlos Prio, 
became Cuba's new head of state. Subse- 
quently, Prio joined forces with the U.S. 
Central Intelligence Agency in an effort to 
overthrow, or assassinate, Castro.| 

McKeown arranged for weapons to be 
taken from a U.S Army arsenal in Arkan- 
sas and delivered to him in vans. He also 
handled large sums of money given to two 
United States senators. McKeown was a 
Houston-based engineer who had contacts 
in the business world, including the 
petroleum industry, and in government. 
He sent weapons to Cuba in oil tankers, 
ships carrying oil drums (in which 
machine guns and bazookas were stashed 
away) and in airlifts to the interior of the 
island. Before the operation was betrayed, 
resulting in his arrest in 1958, McKeown 
had delivered $8-million worth of 
weapons and ammunition to the 
insurgents. He personally flew to Cuba 
twice during the revolution and met with 
its leaders. 

McKeown’s final plan involved the 
purchase of a strategically located house, 
in which he stored $2-million worth of 
weapons, and the purchase of a ship to 
take them to Cuba. He was arrested, the 
ship seized and the weapons confiscated 
by the FBI. Charged with 15 felony 
counts, he faced a life sentence. But Car- 
los Prio and his CIA sponsors intervened, 
and McKeown was never asked how he 
secured the arms. He was sentenced in 
Federal District Court in Houston to 90 
days, of which he served 59. 

In 1959, after his takeover, Fidel Castro 
came to Houston, publicly embraced 
McKeown and offered him a place in the 
Cuban government, urging him to return 
to Cuba with him at once. But McKeown, 
who had been placed on probation for five 
years, did not wish to leave the country 
without permission. Castro said, ‘‘You 
will be the only American in our govern- 
ment. You can have your business back, 
franchises, anything you want. Without 
your arsenal we would have failed.”’ But 
McKeown never could gain permission 
from a federal court to return to Cuba. 

It was later that year that Jack Ruby 
visited McKeown and offered him 
$25,000 for a letter of introduction to 
Castro. It now appears that Ruby was 
working for the organized crime/ 
American intelligence partnership seeking 
to kill the Cuban leader. After the 
assassination of President Kennedy, FBI 
agents interviewed McKeown, who 
recounted the Ruby offer. One of the 
major scandals of the Warren Commission 
Report was the refusal of the Commission 
members to question McKeown, a point I 
emphasized in Rush to Judgment, pub- 
lished in 1966, long before I met 
McKeown. 

Several months before the assassination 
Lee Harvey Oswald, together with a 
Cuban identified only as Mr. Hernandez, 
called upon McKeown. Oswald said that 
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Robert McKeown, chief gun-runner to the Cuban Revolution, chats with Fidel Castro in Houston in 


he represented « movement in a Latin 
American country and that he wished to 
purchase weapons for a _ revolution. 
McKeown, still on probation, urged him 
to leave at once. Oswald returned minutes 
later and offered $10,000 for four semi- 
automatic rifles with telescopic sights. 
McKeown was tempted, but declined. Had 
the rifle found on the sixth floor of the 
Texas School Book Depository Building 
been traced back to Castro’s purveyor of 
weapons, a Situation potentially greater 
than the Missile Crisis might well have 
exploded. 

After the assassination George De 
Mohrenschildt called upon McKeown and 
tried to persuade him that an impostor, 
not Oswald, had met him. Since 
McKeown had told no one of his meeting 
with Oswald, he wondered how De 
Mohrenschildt had heard of it. 

George De Mohrenschildt had been 
employed by the CIA and had brought 
Oswald from New Orleans to Dallas just 
prior to Kennedy’s assassination. When 
De Mohrenschildt heard that Oswald had 
been charged with the shooting, he 
became irate and said, **The FBI in Dallas 
and Fort Worth both assured me that 
Oswald was harmless.’’ Later he con- 


April 1959. Later, Oswald and Ruby both had occasion to call on the resourceful businessman. 


Author Mark Lane managed John F. Kennedy's 
1960 election campaign in New York City. 


cluded that Oswald was innocent and had 
been set up to take the blame. De 
Mohrenschildi was completing a 
manuscript dealing with the conspiracy to 
kill Kennedy when he died under 
mysterious circumstances in Florida. Two 
days later Carlos Prio also died in Florida, 
likewise under mysterious circumstances. 

In 1961, when Castro’s political position 
was understood, Prio moved into 
American intelligence circles and became 
leader of the anti-Castro forces in 
America. In that position he offered 


McKeown a substantial sum to use his 


Some critics feel that Edward Jay Epstein's 
biography of Oswald continues the cover-up. 


friendship with Castro to kill him. 

It seems apparent now that McKeown’s 
statement to the FBI in 1964 and subse- 
quent statements to me, together with 
other available evidence, indicate that in 
1963 Oswald, who had been employed by 
American intelligence since 1958 while in 
the Marine Corps, was given the assign- 
ment of securing a rifle with a telescopic 
sight from McKeown. During that same 
general time-frame, October 1963, the 
Central Intelligence Agency established a 
series of charades in Mexico City for the 
purpose of making it appear that Oswald 
had visited the Soviet Embassy there and 
had met with a man, described in CIA 
reports as the KGB officer responsible for 
assassinations in the Western Hemi- 
sphere. The CIA effort to frame Oswald 
also included a trip to the Cuban Embassy 
in Mexico City by an impostor pretending 
to be Oswald. 

FBI and CIA documents, now available, 
demonstrate that the ‘‘Oswald’’ who 
visited both the Cuban and Soviet 
embassies in Mexico City in October 1963 
was not Lee Harvey Oswald. The Warren 


Commission, terrorized by the possible 
consequences of a thorough investigation, 
decided not to conduct such a probe. 

A serious investigation would have 
revealed that Ruby was part of organized 
crime in Chicago at least as long ago as 
1939 and that at that time he may have 
been a Syndicate hit man. It also would 
have revealed that Ruby began working 
for the FBI in Dallas on March 11, 1959, 
and that when he was on assignment in 
Cuba, possibly to assassinate Fidel Castro, 
he was employed by the organized crime/ 
intelligence alliance that had already tried 
and failed to kill Castro and was to try 
many more times in the coming years. A 
full investigation would have shown that 
Oswald had been given the intelligence 
assignment of buying at least one rifle with 
a telescopic sight from the man who had 
provided the weapons of war for Fidel 
Castro’s guerrilla army. 


Marine Lee Oswald told David Bucknell he 
expected to return from the USSR “a hero.” 


Had McKeown sold that rifle and had it 
been found on the sixth floor of the Texas 
School Book Depository—followed by the 
‘‘evidence”’ that only a month before the 
assassination Oswald had returned to 
Dallas from talks with the KGB officer in 
charge of assassinations (and a visit to the 
Cuban Embassy in Mexico City to obtain a 
visa, ostensibly to flee to a Communist 
country after killing the President)—the 
world might not be intact today. 

Apparently, all that thwarted the mad 
scheme to make Castro appear responsible 
for Kennedy’s killing was the refusal of 
McKeown to sell Oswald the rifle and the 
desire of the Commission to cover up all 
traces of conspiracy in the interest of 
“‘national security’? and international 
peace. The frightened little men who ran 
the Warren Commission were afraid to 
conduct a search for the truth because 
they thought (incorrectly as it turns out) 


that they knew just where it would lead 

While the information secured from 
McKeown permits us to place Lee Harvey 
Oswald in a proper historical context for 
the first time, and provides some evidence 
of his role as an intelligence agent, state- 
ments just made by Oswald’s Marine 
Corps buddies provide proof of his 
espionage assignments. 

In February 1977 a Gallup poll showed 
that approximately 81 percent of the 
population believed the Warren Commis- 
sion Report to be a cruel hoax. The poll 
also showed that more Americans were 
inclined to consider the CIA and the FBI 
as the possible assassins of President Ken- 
nedy than were convinced that Oswald 
had acted alone. 

Because of the public’s attitudes, the 
police and intelligence launched a massive 
public-relations campaign to direct suspi- 
cion away from their respective organiza- 
tions. In long-suppressed documents J. 
Edgar Hoover had urged the use of the 
Reader’s Digestto deal with the question of 
conspiracy in these matters. The CIA’s 
use of television and radio networks and 
of the New York Times, Washington Post 
and Washington Star, as well as the major 
news weeklies, had been suspected for 
some time. 

Soon a full-scale program to connect 
Oswald posthumously with a Russian 
secret-police agent was under way—led, 
almost predictably, by the Reader's Digest. 
As previously mentioned, Reader’s 
Digest Press published Edward Jay Ep- 
stein’s Legend: The Secret World of Lee 
Harvey Oswald, and the magazine itself 
ran excerpts from the book in two con- 
secutive issues, accompanied by a nearly 
unprecedented advertising campaign. Ep- 
stein had been given, as he described it, 
‘an almost unlimited budget.’’ He, being 
a modest fellow, spent approximately $2 
million to write the book, which cannot 
possibly earn for its sponsors any sum 
approaching the amount expended. This 
raises two questions: Why did the Reader's 
Digest embark upon a plan doomed to 
financial failure? And was the money, in 
this intelligence escapade, really provided 
by the magazine? 

The extravagance of the project is hard- 
ly reflected in the book itself, a shoddy 
work in which obvious errors and blatant- 
ly false statements abound. For example, 
Epstein flatly states, ‘Ballistics cannot be 
done on pistols."’ What he meant to say is 
that a ballistics examination of a slug fired 
from a pistol cannot prove that the bullet 
came from a particular pistol to the exclu- 
sion of all other pistols in the world. 
However, that statement is false, as any 
teenager who has ever toured the FBI's 
headquarters in Washington, D.C., 
knows. 

Epstein offers this thesis: Oswald was a 
KGB operative while still in the Marine 
Corps in 1958. At that time he was 

(continued on page 50) 
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THE RAPE OF 


JUSTICE 


The killers of John F. Kennedy 
and Martin Luther King, Jr., wear well-cut 
suits and have impeccable manners. 
They assume many names. They have lived for 
centuries, appearing through the ages in 
different uniforms—one year that of 
the Inquisition, one year the Gestapo, one 
year the CIA. If you could see under their 
three-piece suits and behind their 
bland faces, this is what their souls would look 
like. Theirs is not the kind of wanted 
photo you can hang in the post office. Yet 
it is a portrait of an assassin. Once he was 
a man; now power has made him 
grotesque. He says he loves freedom, but 
instead he enslaves it. He says he 
loves justice, but instead he attacks it. And she 
will never smile on him. So he must 
destroy her. 
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She is justice. 
She is mercy. But kindness only entices 
him, and his erection is deadly. 


Look as deep as you can and you see that 
all his hate is just sex turned inside 
out. Instead of giving his sex the freedom and 
expression it needs, he tries to control it, 
and control us. Everyone needs to 
touch and be touched. But lovemaking needs 
freedom —it can’t be controlled. And 
people who don’t have the courage to try 
to touch tenderly end up with the only 
kind of touching that’s left in 
their control—violence. 


Control means to negate the human 
will and destroy the human spirit. It is a form 
of living death. Carried to its ultimate 
extreme, control ends in assassination. It 
ends in the rape of justice. It ends in 
concentration camps. It ends in blood. 
Lady Justice’s blood flows softly. It cannot 
be heard above the buzzing of flies. 


JFK ASSASSINATION 
(continued from page 41) 


stationed at Atsugi, Japan, and was 
assigned to work on the most secret of 
all military projects—the U-2 spy plane. 
Oswald, a mere private first class, was 
paid substantial sums of money by the 
Russians to pass secrets along to them. 

According to the Epstein-Reader’s 
Digest scenario, proof that Oswald 
worked for the KGB can be found in the 
fact that he frequented the Queen Bee, a 
fashionable Japanese club, and that he 
spent large sums of money there. Ep- 
stein was apparently informed by his 
intelligence sources that the Queen Bee 
was a place where military secrets were 
discussed and where the Office of Naval 
Intelligence knew that a spy might oper- 
ate. He writes in Legend that Oswald was 
the only lowly enlisted man there and 
that even lower-ranking officers would 
stand out in that club. In addition, Ep- 
stein notes that Oswald entered into a 
liaison with a beautiful Japanese 
woman, a suspected KGB contact, and 
that he undoubtedly paid her a great 
deal of money. He even brought her 
back to the top-secret U-2 base, Epstein 
assures us. 

If Epstein, almost 20 years after the 
event, was able to discover that Oswald 
was a Russian spy, based exclusively on 
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information well-known to Oswald’s 
superiors in the Marine Corps at the 
time, is one not entitled, indeed com- 
pelled, to ask why the Marine Corps 
took no action? 

Oswald rubbed elbows at the Queen 
Bee with high-ranking military officers 
and rubbed more than elbows with high- 
priced Japanese prostitutes. He was a 
big spender at the club, and was perhaps 
the only enlisted man who appeared 
regularly at the establishment. And he 
was assigned to the U-2 project. Had 
Oswald not been given permission to do 
what he was doing, he would have been 
suspected at once, and military justice— 
to use a self-contradictory term—would 
have had its harsh way with the soldier 
before his second effort to lavish funds 
at a club where he did not belong. Who, 
then, did give Oswald permission? 

Recently, a former Marine who had 
served with Oswald in Santa Ana, 
California, after Oswald had returned 
from Atsugi, began to talk about his dis- 
cussions with him. His name is David 
Bucknell. The Warren Commission 
never talked with him and neither did 
Epstein. In April 1978 French televi- 
sion presented three extraordinary 
documentaries about the Kennedy 
assassination. These incisive programs 
were developed by Jean-Michel Char- 
lier, a well-known French filmmaker. 


“Oh, Lord, thank you for the harmful chemicals and preservatives 
we are about to receive.” 


Following the program Wesley 
Leibeler and David Belin (two lawyers 
who had served as assistant counsel for 
the Warren Commission) and Epstein 
and I participated in a discussion. I 
played a portion of an interview | had 
recorded with Bucknell. Epstein only 
said, ““They never told me that he was in 
Oswald’s unit.” Then he added, ‘His 
name wasn’t on the roster I was given.” 

Yet Bucknell was there. | met with 
Bucknell and James Botelho at my 
apartment in Venice, California, in 
April 1978, Botelho, even Epstein and 
the Warren Commission agree, was 
Oswald’s roommate when they were sta- 
tioned at the Marine Air Control 
Squadron (MACS-9) at Santa Ana. 
Botelho and Bucknell asserted that they 
had been there together with Oswald. 
After his discharge from the Marine 
Corps Botelho became a police officer in 
California, and later a judge. 

Bucknell told me that one day he and 
Oswald went to a tavern near the base to 
drink a few beers. Two women ap- 
proached them. Later that day Oswald 
told Bucknell the incident with the 
women reminded him of an experience 
he had had at Atsugi. 

Oswald had been alone in a bar when 
an attractive Japanese woman ap- 
proached him, he told Bucknell. She 
asked him some questions about his 
work on the base. That work was, of 
course, with the supersecret U-2 
program. Oswald, predictably, reported 
that conversation to his superior officer, 
who then arranged for a meeting on the 
base between Oswald and a man dressed 
in civilian clothes. 

The man, a “security” or “security- 
intelligence” operator, explained to 
Oswald that he could do his country a 
great service. Oswald was told that the 
woman was a KGB contact and that he 
would be given false information to pass 
on to her. Oswald agreed, and while still 
a teenager in the Marine Corps he 
became an intelligence operative. His 
liaison with the woman continued; he 
was given money to spend at the Queen 
Bee, and apparently encouraged by 
American intelligence to enter into a 
sexual relationship with the woman. 

Years later, while examining 
Oswald’s medical records—released 
along with thousands of irrelevant docu- 
ments by the Warren Commission in 
1964—I discovered a most remarkable 
entry. The chronological record of medi- 
cal care for Lee Harvey Oswald (pub- 
lished by the Commission as Donabe- 
dian Exhibit No. 1, Volume 19, page 
605) noted that on September 16, 1958, 
he had been treated for gonorrhea while 

(continued on page 94) 


“Are you sure you wouldn't rather have me sacrifice Isaac?” 


Of all the words and names on the 
Las Vegas Hilton marquee, only 
one message will whirl and scream 
out to 70 million television 
viewers: ““CBS Sports welcomes 
you to the Muhammad Ali-Leon 
Spinks Championship Fight—The 
Greatest Night in Ring History.” 

A few hundred feet away, in the 
mobile control room, the ring- 
masters behind this P. T. Barnum- 
style showmanship are studying 
the souped-up message. It’s only a 
few minutes to airtime, and they 
are wondering if their opening 
announcement is the best possible 
way to capture America’s hearts, 
minds and dollars. 

“Are you sure we should run 
this?’’ complains Barry Frank, 
vice-president of CBS Sports. 

“You said you wanted hype,” 
snaps Frank ‘‘Mad Armenian” 
Chirkinian, the producer. 

“Yeah, but let’s face it; it ain't 
the greatest night no matter what 
happens,” counters Frank, looking 
more and more worried, ‘‘Perhaps 
we should have Brent [Musburger, 
the program's emcee] say ‘Maybe 
the Greatest.’ ” 

Not about to be persuaded, Chir- 
kinian turns completely toward his 
console and says, “What the fuck 
is the problem? You know it’s 
always ‘The Greatest.’ "’ Then he 
adds, ‘‘C’mon, you fucks, let’s see 
the promos, and get me a shot of 
where Natalie Cole is sitting. Wait 
until you see all the tits tonight.” 

Despite the loose camaraderie, 
though, Barry Frank may still be 
nagged by doubts—about, say, the 
questions raised by the House , 
Interstate and Foreign Commerce ~ y 
Committee's Subcommittee : 


on Communications last fall, when the 
networks’ grip on boxing was investi- 
gated—and deplored. He also may be 
thinking of sworn testimony from TV’s 
highest officials (himself included), 
pledging an end to such unscrupulous 
practices as false advertising, exclusive 
contracts with fighters and promotional 
ties to the sport’s most suspect elements. 
Yet Frank’s quandary is quickly 
resolved. Instead of following his gut 
feelings about possible impropriety by 
demanding edits, he only mutters to 
himself. All signs of his being dis- 
gruntled fade. A freshly lit cigar causes 
him to smile, and he calmly says, “I’m 
glad I wasn’t part of this decision.” 


So began TV's post-Ali era, on the 
night of an Ice Age for truth. Network 
executives have let Neilsen ratings blur 
and distort their vision. As evident from 
last year’s scandal-riddled, ABC-spon- 
sored “U.S. Boxing Championships” 
tournament and CBS’s growing “stable” 
of fighters, now the only focus is on the 
body count. Although this thinking is 
wrapped in corporate-pinstripe respect- 
ability —as opposed to the fight game’s 
cigar-chomping, low-slung fedora 
look—TV’s current boxing craze is 
essentially a rerun—a throwback to the 
1950s, when mobsters Frankie Carbo 
and Blinky Palermo schemed to monop- 


olize the sport’s most prized talent. 

Again, using a heavy hand, TV has 
entered the fight-promotion business 
with an impressive lineup of “house” 
pugs, although the “exclusive-rights” 
deals made by TV with fighters are of 
questionable legality, since (1!) the net- 
works are not supposed to be in the 
fight-promotion business and (2) the 
various state athletic commissions have 
not given them sanction to do so. 

At any rate, TV-network deals have 
garnered the signatures of 1976 Olym- 
pians Sugar Ray Leonard, Michael 
Spinks (Leon’s brother) and Howard 
Davis. (And it is rumored that the net- 
works are looking to sign lightweight 
champ Roberto Duran, light heavy- 
weight Victor Galindez and _ heavy- 
weight Ken Norton, the number-one 
contender for the World Boxing Coun- 
cil title held by Larry Holmes.) 

ABC and CBS know these hot proper- 
ties out-Neilsen other sports programs, 
and many prime-time shows as well. So, 
by securing a fistful of “‘first-refusal” 
options, they can televise their young 
fighters as often as possible. As CBS 
Vice-President for Public-Relations 
Kevin O’Malley boasts, the network’s 
intention is to “show true American 
heroes growing up on television.” 

However, besides being monopolistic 
or anticompetitive, this inspired game 


plan has one glaring flaw. After shelling 
out huge checks the networks under- 
standably protect their investments by 
having their own boys fight only ‘“‘smear 
cases’’—that is, fighters with little 
chance of winning. An obvious conflict 
of interest, this pits TV’s assets against 
broadcasting standards. Or, in simpler 
ring terms, there’s a “no-contest” fight 
that mismatches “star” Leonard with 
“tankers” like Rocky Ramon, a fighter 
who has a string of losses to a bunch of 
no-names, and that allows Olympic box- 
er Davis the contractual right to pay 
opponents out of his own purse and also 
gives him the right to choose whom he 
wants to meet in the ring. (Davis’s first 
pro bout was against Jose Resto, whose 
19 wins and 49 losses inspired one CBS 
official to say, “That’s not his record; 
that’s his birthdate.”) 

These manipulations amply illustrate 
TV’s boxing muscle. Promoters’ money- 
ties to the networks guarantee the take- 
over of the sport by TV. CBS aligns with 
Bob Arum, promoter for Top Rank, 
Inc., a boxers’ agency, so often that it 
should give him offices at “Black Rock,” 
CBS’s Manhattan headquarters. While 
in ABC’s corner, cotton-candy-haired, 
ex-numbers czar Don King, though 
cracking, “I have the station Ieicl in my 
back pocket,” wheels and deals before 
the big bucks of Roone Arledge, presi- 
dent of ABC’s news and sports divisions. 
Each promoter must serve as talent 
scout, contract negotiator and logician. 
However, together they give the net- 
works potential global control of the 
fight game, since Arum’s and King’s or- 
ganizations have worldwide ties. 


Responsible for bringing Leon 
Spinks, the new World Boxing Associa- 
tion heavyweight champ, to CBS, Arum 
gets a hero’s welcome from network 
brass at a party after the Ali fight in 
Vegas. Buxom cocktail waitresses 
scurrying to the beat of a live band serve 
him drinks. Faces of executives, normal- 
ly a reserved WASPish white, glow like 
gold CBS “eye” belt buckles. Gene 
Jankowski, the president of the broad- 
casting group—who had earlier walked 
into the production van demanding, 
“Where is Don King? I thought this was 
his fight””—now combines repeated 
shakes of Arum’s hand with cries of 
“Boy! Did we make history tonight!” 

Such praise seems odd, once it’s noted 
that in televising the Ali-Spinks surprise 
CBS lost a bundle (more than $300,000, 
since the commercial spots, which 
ranged from $50,000 to $90,000 each, 
didn’t sell out). But the $4.3-million 
extravaganza won CBS valuable points 
in the periodic Neilsen ‘‘sweep,” the 


“That'll teach him not to smoke in an elevator!” 


time used to calibrate advertising rates. 
But TV execs are too concerned with 
instant profits to screen Jankowski’s 
“best damn sporting event of all time” 
for only possible future revenues. 

So why their boundless, near- 
orgasmic joy? Again, Barry Frank has 
the telling comment. The moment he 
spots Arum entering the banquet room, 
Frank runs to embrace him, and be- 
tween kisses he roars, “We’re now the 
home of the champ! We have the rights 
to Spinks’s next three fights, and op- 
tions on three more after that.” 

Only three months earlier, during 
testimony before the House Com- 
munications Subcommittee, Frank and 
CBS Sports President Robert Wussler 
had denied any “special relationship” 
with Spinks or Arum. First Wussler de- 
clared that separate agreements were 
negotiated for each of Spinks’s fights. 
(CBS had aired seven of his eight pro 
bouts prior to the Ali fight.) And then, 
in reply to an inquiry as to whether CBS 
held contractual options on the heavy- 
weight, Frank said, “The only one that 
has an option in it that I know of is the 
November 18 contract’—meaning that 
CBS would first air Spinks against Alfio 
Righetti, and then have the first crack at 
another fight. 

Since it’s now known that CBS holds 
rights or options to six fights, Frank’s 


testimony has raised many suspicions on 
Capitol Hill. The House Communica- 
tions Subcommittee has asked CBS for 
all documents pertaining to its Spinks- 
Arum connection, and some members 
are demanding more hearings. Even 
worse for Frank, according to the sub- 
committee’s chairman, Lionel Van 
Deerlin (Democrat-California), 
“There’s something wrong somewhere 
when immediately after the fight we 
hear that CBS has future rights to 
Spinks. We're looking into how and 
when this came about. Nothing definite 
can be said now, but Barry Frank’s 
testimony is being reviewed, and we'll 
decide if there’s a basis for a contempt of 
Congress action against him.” 

One document the congressmen are 
sure to study is a memo to Jose Sulai- 
man, president of the World Boxing 
Council, signed by Arum two days after 
Ali lost his crown. The message 
acknowledges that CBS has a contract 
with Top Rank, Inc., giving them TV 
rights to Spinks’s first title defense for 
$1,550,000. Furthermore, the memo 
goes on to say, “We [Top Rank| are in 
an extremely difficult legal position in 
that Leon Spinks is bound contractually 
to Top Rank and Top Rank is bound 
contractually to CBS.” This admission 
might possibly fit the House subcom- 
mittee’s definition of “special relation- 


“Pssst! Wanna buy some angel dust?" 
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ships,” especially when the same memo 
divulges that Top Rank “arranged” for 
CBS's telecast of the Ali-Spinks bout as 
early as August 1977. 

While it’s still unclear how Barry 
Frank figures in this situation (Spinks’s 
market value is certainly lowered by the 
Top Rank/CBS ties), Frank’s leading 
role in CBS's hiring of fight manager Gil 
Clancy still demands close scrutiny. 
Frank describes the fight-game vet, long 
teamed with welterweight Emile 
Griffith, as “my boxing rabbi, the man 
who keeps CBS abreast of what’s going 
on in the boxing world.” And, conse- 
quently, he’s helped crown Clancy as a 
network commentator. 

“Tt was my idea to get Clancy 
involved,” says Frank, sitting in a Las 
Vegas Hilton suite the week of the Ali- 
Spinks fight, his gold-buckled loafers 
easily propped on a table. “I knew we 
really wanted to get into boxing, so I 
wanted the best in the business. Clancy 
and [Ali’s trainer, Angelo] Dundee were 
talking about boxing styles at a party. It 
was fascinating to hear them. I said, 
“““Why can’t we put them on the air?’” 

Clancy’s background and commenta- 
tor skills are such that he can be con- 
sidered the Walter Cronkite of boxing. 
Barry Frank: ‘Gil counsels us on certain 
fighters, the styles that make fights, 
legitimacy of certain opponents, what 
youngsters we should be looking at and 
what’s a good match. Since there are 
fighters I know nothing about, his opin- 
ion is invaluable to our making the 
fight. He’s been terrific—lhiring him 
was] the most creative thing I’ve done at 
CBS in two years.” 

Aware that Clancy “owns” pieces of 
several fighters—or manages them— 
and that boxing is a world morally 
foreign to the Hammurabic Code, Frank 
goes on to say (perhaps optimistically), 
“I don’t think he would lie about his 
own fighters.” 

Even though “rabbis” deserve more 
passionate trust, deception doesn’t have 
to figure in Clancy’s success. Influence 
alone guarantees him a Norman Lear- 
like parade of hits on CBS. Frank says 
Clancy steps aside when his fighters are 
involved in a programming decision and 
that (good pal) Dundee fills in. But why, 
then, do so many of CBS’s worst 
mismatches and dullest bouts involve 
Clancy-connected fighters? 

“Ownership” records in boxing are as 
elusive as the 18-minute gap in Nixon’s 
tapes, but here are a few of the pugs said 
to be affiliated with Clancy and who 
have had fight fans thirsting for Lite 
beer commercials: Jose Fernandez (8-6 
in the past three years), a junior light- 

(continued on page 95) 
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Laura’s list of things for her 
handyman to do never seems 
to end: fix a leaky faucet, rake 
the leaves, prune the hedge, 
mow the lawn, haul the ashes. 
She used to have him come 
once a week, but now he’s on 
the job every day. 

‘Come in here!’’ Laura 
demanded one day. ‘‘There’s 
something that needs to be 
taken care of right now!”’ On 
the ball, he doesn’t need to be 
told twice when his employer 
wants him to perform. 

After explaining the prob- 


lem to him, Laura lets him get 
an up-close look .atuwhat 
needs fixing. Since he brought 
his toolbox, the handyman 
doesn’t waste any time getting 
to work. Laura knows"te*s"4 
skilled craftsman, and she’s 
anxious to have him plunge 
right in. She’s more than glad 
to help him on this trouble 
shooting assignment 

One good thing about this 
handyman’s job is thetene 
matter how many times he 
solves this emergency; it’s 


bound to arise again. 
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Timmy and Sammy grew up in the same neighbor- 
hood. Timmy became a priest and Sammy a rabbi, 
and they Jived long lives and did good work until 
they retired. One summer evening they took a walk 
together and were remembering the good old days 
when Tim said, “Sam, me boy, you know I'll never 
tell a soul. Did you ever eat pork now?” 

The rabbi put his hands over his ears, but it was 
too late. They walked in silence for a bit, and at last 
he sighed and said, “You shouldn’t have asked. But 
you asked. Yes, Tim, yes, | did.” 

The old priest smiled, and the two walked on for 
a bit until Sam nudged his old friend and said, 
“Timothy, telling the truth now. Did you ever make 
it with a woman?” 

“Oh Lord, you'll not be asking me that?! Oh, by 
the saints, you are, eh?” Then it was his turn to sigh, 
“Very well, then, it’s the 
truth. I did.” 

The rabbi nudged him 
again. “Tim,” he asked, 
“it’s better than pork?” 


The biology professor was 
lecturing his students. 
“In these two test tubes 
are the ingredients for the 
creation of human life: 
Solution A is a balance of 
chemicals from the female 
ovum, and Solution B is 
the male sperm. Mix 
them in an environmen- 
tally controlled test tube, 
and a new life will start to 
form. Are there any 
questions?” 

“Could you give us a 
demonstration?” asked 
one of the students. 

“Not this evening,” 
replied the professor. 
“Solution A has a_ bad 
headache.” 


An American drinking in 
an English pub was 
amazed to see an English- 
man sipping a Major 
Bailey—his favorite, a 
julep made with gin. They got to talking about 
pubs, then about music, theater, books, sports, 
politics, and found that they had identical tastes in 
everything. At last the bartender called, “Time, 
gentlemen.” And they had one last Major Bailey 
and left together. 

Outside, the American asked, “Going my way?” 

“No,” answered the Englishman, “I’m not. By the 
way, old chap, are you a homosexual?” 

Startled, the American replied, “No, I’m not.” 

“Neither am I,” the Englishman remarked. ‘Pity, 
isn’t it?” 


The HUSTLER Dictionary defines pubic hair as: 
nature’s dental floss. 


Question: What's a seven-course Irish dinner? 
Answer: A boiled potato and a six-pack. 
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and if you think 
that’s funny... 


Two friends were walking downtown when the one 
who stuttered said, “‘“Ma-ma-man, loo-look at that 
g-g-girl with them p-p-pretty legs.” 

“Where?” his friend yelled. 

“Sh-sh-she’s gone now,” replied the stutterer. But 
after a while he started up again. “Ma-ma-man, 
\-l-look at that wo-wo-woman with the sh-sh-short 
dress.” 

“Where?” his friend shouted. 

“Sh-sh-she’s gone now,” he answered. A litte 
while later he started talking again. ‘““Ma-ma-man, 
lo-lo-look!” 

“T see it! I see it!” his friend exclaimed. 

“Th-th-then why d-d-did you s-st-step in it?” 


A man on a motorcycle went into a slide as he came 
to a cliff. He jumped off his bike, barely managing 
to get a finger-grip that 
saved him from falling. 
He was dangling there, 
nearing exhaustion, 
hundreds of feet above 
the ground, when a man 
pulled up with a stern 
expression. 

‘“‘Please help me!” 
screamed the biker. 

“Hell, boy,” said the 
man, “thar ain't nothing 
in it fer me.” 

“PI do anything,” 
yelled the biker, his 
strength almost gone. 

“Oh, you would? Well, 
tell me sumpin’, then,” 
said the man. “Would 
you kiss my ass?” 

“Yes,’’ answered the 
biker. “I would!” 

“And would you suck 
my cock?” 

“Anything!” yelled the 
biker. “Even that!” 

‘Fuckin’ queer,” the 
man_ said, stomping on 
the biker's fingers. 


Far out at sea, a ship sank 
so quickly that there was 
no chance to use the 
lifeboats. Three days later a Coast Guard cutter 
sighted a survivor floating in the water and pro- 
ceeded to pick him up. The captain was shocked to 
see that the man was not wearing a life jacket, and 
congratulated him on surviving without one. 

At that instant the survivor let loose an incredibly 
gross fart. The crew all backed away from him. The 
captain shouted angrily, “My God, man! Why did 
you wait until you got on my ship to do that?” 

“Are you kidding?” the survivor answered. 
“What do you think kept me afloat for three days?” 


HUSTLER Humor jokes are sent to us by our readers. If you've 


heard a gut-buster lately, how about sending it our way? Sub- 
mit your joke on a file card, mailed in a sealed envelope, to: 


HUSTLER Humor, 2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los 


Angeles, California 90067. If your joke 1s selected, we will 
send you $25, Sorry, bul we can't return your SUBMISSIONS. qa 


“Y'know, | really like your style.” 
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5-76 market value. The 


nd already the politicians 
wringing their hands in 
aiming that public 
cly funded abor- 
blic employees will be laid 


REBEES, 


off due to the loss of revenue, despite the 
state’s surplus of more than $5 billion. 
Most of the nation is closely watching 
what is happening in the Golden State, 
and already nearly a dozen states are 
considering similar legislation without 
waiting to see the full effects of Proposi- 
tion 13. 

One area of potential budget- 
cutting is public health. Public-health 
clinics and hospitals allow the poor to 
receive needed attention and care; yet 
Harry L. Hufford, chief administrative 
officer for Los Angeles County Health 
Services, recommends shutting down 
Long Beach General Hospital and clos- 
ing 32 out of 57 health-care centers. 
Hufford no doubt wants this to be his 
example of saving bucks, since a 
statewide $3.4-million reduction in pub- 
lic-health expenditures is planned. This 
cut, says Geraldine Dalleck, a public- 
health specialist at the National Health 
Law Program, “seriously limits [L.A.] 
county services for hemophilia, cystic 
fibrosis, renal dialysis, genetic-disease 
prevention, family planning, crippled 
children and Native American health 
services.” 

Apparently, it is much easier to allow 
the poor and aged to go without medical 
help than it is to trim vice squads, the 
protectors of public morality. Such 


et 


health-care reductions will hurt those 
people on the lowest rungs of the socio- 
economic scale, and one wonders what 
they will do in protest. Already, Chi- 
canos have voiced strong opposition to 
the service cuts envisaged for their com- 
munities. To date, it appears that many 
of the ramifications of Proposition 13 
may lead to more than anyone 
bargained for, since it seems that politi- 
cians are shirking their responsibilities 
in making the appropriate budget cuts, 
and instead are pitting one economic 
class against the other. 

But the irony of the situation is that 
Proposition !3 will help the IRS collect 
$2.3 billion more annually from the very 
people who voted for it. In the mad rush 
to save themselves money—and who 
wouldn’t rush?—the voters forgot that 
their deductions on personal income tax 
will diminish since lower property taxes 
mean higher income taxes. Yet Presi- 
dent Carter has said that he will not give 
out money from his budget to match 
losses brought about by Proposition 13. 
Ironically, 55 percent of those polled by 
the Los Angeles Times said that the weal- 
thy will benefit most from passage of the 
new amendment. 

But Proposition 13 is merely a state 
issue, directly affecting only California 
property owners. On the national level 


“Sorry, but we'll have to cancel out this afternoon. 
Bill isn't in the mood for tennis.” 


70 OCTOBER HUSTLER 


an equally small but rapidly growing 
movement aimed at the mother of taxa- 
tion—the IRS (and by extension, the 
federal bureaucracy itself) —is develop- 
ing tremendous force. 

“Proposition 13 will seem like a Sun- 
day-school picnic compared to the 
income-tax-resistance movement when 
it starts gathering steam,” says Lowell 
Anderson, one of the chief architects of 
the Wyoming Patriots, a group of tax- 
resistance people. The Wyoming 
Patriots, like the Montana Patriots, area 
loosely knit group that has decided to 
file what they call the “Fifth Amend- 
ment Tax Return.” 

“If I fill out the [1040] form and sign 
it, the information can be used against 
me in court. And that’s a patent viola- 
tion of my constitutional rights,” says 
the 47-year-old Anderson. “Under the 
Constitution, I cannot be forced to 
speak against my will—to incriminate 
myself—and the 1040 forces me to do 
just that.” 

Like his fellow resistance people, 
Anderson claims that the 1040's sig- 
nature block —which contains the words 
“Under penalties of perjury, I declare 
that I have examined this return, 
including accompanying schedules and 
statements, and to the best of my 
knowledge and belief, it is true, correct, 
and complete’’—forces him to incrimi- 
nate himself. And his message must be 
gaining ground. According to Anderson, 
some 300 to 500 people have joined the 
resistance movement in his hometown of 
Casper, Wyoming, while nearly 5,000 to 
10,000 have joined the ranks statewide. 

Anderson, who stopped paying taxes 
in 1971 because “I haven’t admitted | 
owe any,” states that he doesn’t approve 
of the mode of collection and the tactics 
used by the IRS. As a lecturer, he tells 
his audiences that they don’t know their 
constitutional rights very well, and as a 
result they allow the IRS to “intimi- 
date” them into paying. “The IRS,” he 
likes to point out, “operates like the 
Chicago protection racket—through 
fear. And that’s illegal. 

“The Declaration of Independence 
was a grievance list to King George III 
of England. That document stated that 
colonial Americans were having their 
property confiscated illegally, without 
due process of law—namely trial by 
jury.” Since he considers the taking of 
his money by the IRS as confiscation of 
his property, Anderson believes the 
Fifth Amendment filing to be the 
equivalent of a 20th-century Declara- 
tion of Independence. 

The ever-wary IRS, Fifth Amend- 
ment cries notwithstanding, is not tak- 
ing this movement lightheartedly. It is 


“Shut up! It's cheaper than a nursing home!!” 


prosecuting, and most resisters accept 
that possibility. Actually, many of them 
don’t mind it at all, largely because 
some of them are beginning to win in 
the federal courts. 

Norbert Stelten of Avon, Minnesota, 
beat the feds at their own game. In 
February of this year the 51-year-old 
Stelten was charged with willful failure 
to file, although he sent in a Fifth 
Amendment return. Refusing to settle 
the problem in a tax court—where the 
chips can be stacked against you— 
Stelten opted for trial by jury. He also 
obtained the services of Clyde R. Max- 
well, a noted tax-case lawyer from San 
Diego, since the presiding judge denied 
him the right to be his own counsel. 
Stelten then had to hire another law- 
yer—James Williams of Minneapolis— 
because Maxwell was not a member of 
the Minnesota Bar. 

Stelten had filed two returns: one 
concerned his real-estate business 
(which he turned in according to IRS 
rules), and the other was his personal 
income tax, in which he claimed the 
Fifth Amendment. It was the latter that 
brought him to the doorstep of justice. 
Evidently, the jury believed in Stelten’s 
sincerity about his fear of self-incrimina- 
tion, for it handed down a not-guilty 
verdict. It’s a safe bet that Stelten’s win 
irked the IRS, especially after all the 


time and money it spent in bringing him 
to trial. 

Lawyer Maxwell says that “the IRS is 
criminally prosecuting these people out 
of a Watergate-like paranoia, simply 
because these citizens are protesting the 
government. It takes thousands of dol- 
lars to prosecute each individual, and 
some resisters are losing, but the losers 
then become martyrs to the cause.” 

Maxwell doesn’t subscribe to the 
resisters’ views but does believe that 
they have a right to protest under the 
rights guaranteed by the First Amend- 
ment. Ironically, it isn’t easy to obtain 
the services of lawyers with Maxwell’s 
attitude. According to many tax 
resisters, lawyers are afraid to come for- 
ward for fear of reprisals by the IRS. 
Maxwell doesn’t believe a word of this, 
but there were some unusual occur- 
rences with respect to the Stelten case. 

James Williams had been audited by 
the IRS prior to accepting a co-counsel 
position on Stelten’s defense team. At 
the auditing Williams claims to have 
come to an agreement with the IRS to 
pay $10,000 in owed taxes. After accept- 
ing Stelten’s case (at the hearings, inci- 
dentally, Williams said nothing, but 
merely sat in as the law required), the 
lawyer was told by the IRS that he owed 
$35,000. 

To say he’s pissed off is an understate- 
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ment, considering there isn’t much he 
can do about it. Williams believes that 
the Judiciary branch is failing to do the 
job entrusted to it under the Constitu- 
tion. He feels that there are too few 
restraints controlling the various federal 
agencies, and that instead of offering the 
checks and balances imposed by the 
Constitution, the Judiciary is aligning 
itself with other branches of government 
against the citizen. 

In his heart Williams believes the 
$25,000 increase in his owed taxes was 
related to his participation in the Stelten 
trial, which was crucial for the IRS to 
win. The citizen, this time, was the vic- 
or. “His case was a key case because he 
was a protester, not a criminal, and 
because he differed with the way taxes 
are being handled,” Williams points out. 
“It is my opinion that the IRS uses the 
tax laws in a punitive fashion against 
the tax resister and his defender. But 
what I would like to know, and this 
would be impossible because of the size 
of the bureaucracy, is who has the right 
in the government to make such a puni- 
tive decision. It’s illegal.” 

If you ask William Drexler (formerly 
of Minnesota), he’s likely to say that 
threats of punishment can come from a 
mere auditor. According to Drexler, in 
1965 he was called in for an audit and 
during the process became somewhat 
angered at the IRS’s demands. Drexler 
says the auditor looked at him and 
stated, “Drexler, we know you’re cheat- 
ing. Next year we'll audit you again and 
put you in jail.” 

Not to be outdone, Drexler turned to 
the auditor and said, “Remember my 
name. We're through. I'll never pay a 
dime.” Right then he became a Fifth 
Amendment tax resister and has filed 
that way ever since. 

Several years later he was audited and 
told the IRS that he was willing to pro- 
vide the information it requested with 
the proviso that the Internal Revenue 
Service grant him immunity. It turned 
him down, and he refused to comply 
with their requests. 

In July 1973 he was indicted by the 
Federal Grand Jury in St. Paul, Min- 
nesota, for willful failure to file. But, 
being a trial lawyer, he was prepared: 
He requested a jury trial and that he be 
allowed to represent himself; he was 
granted both. On September 23 his five- 
day trial began, during which time the 
IRS brought 155 witnesses (all of his 
clients) to testify. Through the wit- 
nesses’ testimony it was ascertained that 
Drexler had made in excess of $20,000 
annually in 1968, 1969 and 1970. 

(continued on page 76) 


Nine -year- ~old Ric hal obviously realized there is something “wrong” about sex in public, as the ‘“Verboden” (“Forbidden”) sign indicates. 
Or does he mean to say everything that’s fun, no matter how natural and harmless, is considered immoral in the weird world of adults? 


O more than a generation ago 
people still liked to think— 
**make believe’’ would be closer 
to the mark—that children were 
sexual neuters. Like the angels, they 
were thought to have no sexual feelings and no 
sex life whatsoever. Then along came Dr. Sig- 
mund Freud, father of the new science of psycho- 
analysis, who upset everybody by saying (and 
proving!) that children—even very young 
children and babies, in fact—do indeed have plen- 
ty of (and very 
intense) sexual feel- 
ings. He showed that 
children may have a 
swinging sex life of 
their own—different, 
to be sure, from that 
of adults, but often 
much more interesting and exciting. So sexual did Freud find 
young children that he called them little *‘perverts.’’ Actually, 
the fancy scientific term he used was “‘polymorphous per- 
verts,’’ meaning that, if left to their own devices, they'll do just 
about anything, just as long as it feels good. Unfortunately, most 
of us remember precious little or nothing from that blissfully 
innocent period in our lives when we were all—yes, a// of us—a 
cute bunch of little Freudian ‘perverts,’ doing what comes 
naturally and not giving a damn what anybody else thought 
about it. The reason we don’t remember much about our early 
sexual feelings and explorations is that the adults around us left 
us in no doubt—even before we could talk or understand 
spoken language—that they strongly disapproved of whatever 
we were doing in that department. So we started to push under 


Eberhard and Phyllis Kronhausen received their baccalaureate and master's 
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counsel for the U.S. Department of State from 1951 to 1953, a lecturer at 
Columbia from 1956 to 1958 and has been a practicing psychologist since 
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Text by Doctors Eberhard and Phyllis Kronhausen 


(‘trepress’’) these early sexual feelings 
and became proper (read: hypocritical!) 
young “‘ladies’’ and **gentlemen.’> And 
we don’t remember anymore how much 
fun it was to stick our fingers (or any- 
thing else, for that matter) into every tiny orifice 
of our own and our little girlfriends’ and boy- 
friends’ bodies. A little later on, when we could 
talk and had learned to be secretive and hypocriti- 
cal about all these naughty, fun things, we in- 
vented cleverly disguised Sex games. Presumably 
**playing doctor,’ 
for instance, children 
will use the oppor- 
tunity to examine 
each other’s sexual 
anatomy, feel each 
other up, stick things 
up each other’s 
behind or vagina (many a little girl's virginal membrane is lost 
to such early sexplorations!), and may even attempt intercourse 
before they really know what it’s all about. Some children dis- 
cover masturbation at a surprisingly early age. Masturbation- 
induced orgasms have been observed in girls only three years 
old. Dry orgasms may occur in little boys of about the same age. 
Mutual masturbation has been observed from about age five 
and six between children of both the same or opposite sex. But 
people just don’t like to think of children—especially their own 
children—as having any kind of sexual desires, feelings or sex 
life at all. And yet even babies are already sexual little humans. 
They know how to give themselves sexual pleasure, whether by 
fondling their genitals or, more commonly, as a by-product of 
nursing, toileting, bathing and so on. 


1957. The Kronhausens, both members of the American Psychological 
Association, were married in 1954. 

In collaboration, the couple has written The Sex People; Erotic Art 
(Volumes | and 11); The Sexually Responsive Woman; Pornography and 
the Law; A Gallery of Erotic Art; and Erotic Fantasies: A Study of Sexual 
Imagination. They wrote the script for the West German film Freedom to 
Love and produced a short film, Psychomontage No.1. Also, they helped 
Sound the San Francisco Museum of Erotic Art. 


For the baby the mouth is 
the primary source of sexual 
or erotic pleasure. Freud 
called this the ‘‘oral”’ stage of 
sexual development. 

Next comes the ‘‘anal” 
stage. During this period the 
sensitive membranes around 
the anus become the focus of 
pleasurable sexual feeling. 
That’s why it is perfectly nor- 
mal for little kids of both 
sexes to touch themselves 
there or try to introduce all 
kinds of objects into their little 
behinds. 

Obviously, most of this ear- 
ly oral and anal sexual activity 
does not lead to orgasm. 
Nevertheless, it can be very 
‘*hot and heavy,” affording 
the young ‘‘polymorphous 
perverts” all kinds of kicks 
and pleasures that may be 
hard to match in adult life. 

In the final, or “genital,” 
Stage of sexuality, reached 
somewhere between, say, six 
and 12 years of age, the sex 
feeling becomes centered in 
the genitals. But, depending 
on the individual's physiologi- 
cal and neurological makeup, 
and especially on his or her 
childhood experiences, the 
oral and anal aspects of sex- 
uality remain more or less 
important throughout life. 

Recently we conducted a 
survey that dealt with the 
natural eroticism that children 
put into their pictures if 


allowed to do so. In the case of 


the drawings reproduced 
here, they happen to be by 
Dutch children. 

The parents of the children 
who presented us with these 
drawings, or who allowed 
their youngsters to personally 
give them to us, are more 
liberal and broad-minded than 
most. The majority belonged 
to a Dutch nudist organiza- 
tion, which explains the 
numerous outdoor nude 
scenes. 

One can see at a glance that 
essentially all of the pictures 
deal with adult, genital sex- 
uality. That holds even for 
those pictures created by the 
youngest of our little artists. 
Only one picture (No. 2), by 
10-year-old Edwin, shows 
perhaps some lingering effect 
of the anal phase. (Notice that 
the small, nude couple on 
the right is depicted as 
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simultaneously kissing and 
urinating.) 

Another thing that strikes 
one immediately on seeing 
these drawings is the amazing 
degree of sophistication and 
actual sexual information that 
they reveal. Discussions with 
some of the parents con- 
firmed that the children had 
indeed received a great deal of 
sexual knowledge, both in the 
home and during formal sex 
education at school. Some of 
the children told us they had 
had repeated opportunities to 
observe sexual intercourse, 
involving either their own 
parents, other adults or older 
children. By their account, 
these opportunities seemed to 


(1) In this picture by 15-year-old Michael 
we see an older man, armed with a 
telescope, watching a young couple making 
love. The magnified insert shows what the 
voyeur is seeing. The drawing shows the 
amazing degree of sexual knowledge and 
acuteness of observation on the part of the 
young artist. 


(2) Ten-year-old Edwin shows us one cou- 
ple standing up and kissing and another (or 
perhaps the same?) couple having inter- 
course. (‘‘Neuk hok” is Dutch for “‘Fucking 
Corner."') The fact that the standing couple 
seem to be urinating while kissing strikes 
one as somewhat strange. It may represent 
a psychological throwback to an earlier 
phase of sexual development in which 
children frequently associate urination and 
defecation with sexual excitement. 


have presented themselves 
rather accidentally. At the 
same time, may safely 
assume that the adults in the 
liberal social environment ol 
children were con- 
siderably less protective ol 
their sexual privacy than is 
generally the cuse 

One factor on which we 
would like to focus attention 
instance, the recur- 
rence of Striptease and “por 
themes in Dutch 
children’s 


one 


these 


iS, for 


no-show 
and Scandinavian 
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erotic drawings 


In the 


But, far from being upset or 


Netherlands, Sweden and traumatized by this knowl- 
Denmark so-called “‘porno edge. they seem to be merely 
shows,” featuring live, on- amused and to be poking mild 
Stuge Sexual activities, are fun at this odd type of “‘adult 
legal and fairly popular. Of — entertainment.” 

course, children under legal Also interesting —and 
age (usually 15 or 16 years) heartening at the same 
are not allowed to attend  time!—is the association be- 
these shows. The drawings, tween sexual and alfectional 


however, reveal 
children are keenly 


their existence and that they 
good idea ol 


have a pretty 


what they are all about 
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that the feelings (‘love’) that these 
aware of precocious children were 
making. Witness the many 


loving hearts drawn into one 
of these pictures (No. 4), the 


; 
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(3) This picture by a ten-vear-old boy, Puk, 
depicts what he imagines a “porno show” to 
be like. Since children are not allowed to 
enter clubs offering this kind of adult enter- 
fainment, his concept about such shows is a 
little fuzz 

(4) Seven-year-old Vini shows that the 
young girl understands the connection be- 
tween romantic feelings and the sexual 
activity that might follow. Here sex is 
associated with loving and affectionate feel- 
ings, as also evidenced by the heart-shaped 
picture on the wall 


(3) In this picture by 11-year-old Robert we 
see a fellatio scene, and in free nature at 
that. (Note the words “De Natuur,”’ freel 
translated as “Out in Nature,” with the 
double meaning that what the drawing 
shows is nothing but “natural.”’) 


tender embraces and the pas- 
sionate kissing 

In picture No. 4 seven-year- 
old Vini depicted straight 
intercourse. It is as if, with 
this drawing, the young artist 
meant to deliberately draw 
attention to the connection 
between affectionate and sex- 
ual feelings—a natural con- 
nection that (alas!) so often 
gets lost in adult (including 
marital) sexuality. 

If these children’s erotic 
drawings show us anything at 
all, it is that childhood sex- 
uality is here to stay, whether 
we like it or not. In fact, every 
recent study of the subject has 
shown that children are reach- 
ing sexual maturity at ever- 
earlier ages 

These, and hundreds of 
other children’s drawings in 
our collection, are telling the 
Sume story. The sensible 
course of action would 
therefore seem to be to ac- 
knowledge this irrefutable fact 
and then take appropriate 
action 

What should that action be? 
First of all, adequate 
education. This must include 
frank admission of the role of 
pleasure in human sexuality. 
There is no reason why this 
cannot be done without 
undue titillation, with which 
the young person may not yet 
be ready to cope. Second, it 
must include practical infor- 
mation on contraception and 
venereal-disease control. This 


Sexr 


too can be done without 
arousing undue anxiety or 
alarm, which could have 


serious harmful effects for the 
later sex life of an individual. 

On the teenage level it 
would seem wise to assume 
that.a very high proportion of 
the population in that age 
group will have sex, whether 
the adult world approves of it 
or not. Teenage pregnancy is 
already of epidemic propor- 
tions in both the United States 
and Europe. Many of these 
ure tragic situations that could 
be avoided we were more 
realistic. It is high time that 
we faced what “‘is” rather 
than what (perhaps!) ‘sought 
to be.’ That, to us, seems to 
be the only reasonable, 
responsible and, ultimately, 
loving and “‘religious”’ course 
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TAX REBELS 
(continued from page 72) 


During his own defense he claimed 
Fifth Amendment rights. He also used 
the 16th Amendment, through which he 
pointed out that only Congress can levy 
and collect taxes and that the IRS has 
no legal right to collect them. The jury, 
after 15 minutes of deliberation, re- 
turned a not-guilty verdict, and Drexler 
walked out of the courtroom with a 
smile on his face while the IRS got the 
egg. No one knows how much it galled 
the IRS to lose the case or the $244,000 
in supposed back taxes and fines it 
claims Drexler owed. And, as a conse- 
quence, perhaps that’s why William 
Drexler is hailed as the “King of the 
Tax Fighters” by many tax resisters. 

There is a sour note to this affair, 
however. Shortly after his win the Min- 
nesota Bar disbarred the lawyer because 
it didn’t approve of his tax protest. Sub- 
sequently, Drexler moved to San Diego 
and has begun conducting seminars 
nearly every weekend around the coun- 
try, coaching both ordinary citizens and 
tax lawyers about their Fifth Amend- 
ment rights. 

But ultimately, win or lose, the ques- 
tion arises: What are the root causes 
behind the Fifth Amendment resisters’ 
desire to fight the federal government 
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head-on while accepting the possibility 
of a prison term? At a time when it is 
considered nearly proper to cheat on 
one’s taxes, it would seem easier to 
under-report, keep one’s mouth shut 
and end up with some extra cash. 

Most Fifth Amendment tax resisters 
claim that their sole argument is with 
the assumed belief, fostered by the IRS, 
that it is compulsory to sign Form 1040, 
while providing all of the possibly 
incriminating information requested. In 
their defense they cite Garner v. the U.S. 
(1976). Roy Garner, a bookmaker, was 
convicted in court of sports-fixing and 
taking bets—with his tax return as the 
incriminating evidence. The U.S. 
Supreme Court concluded “that since 
Garner made disclosures instead of 
claiming the privilege [Fifth Amend- 
ment] on his tax returns, his disclosures 
were not compelled incriminations.” 
Hence, the tax-resistance movement 
bases its Fifth Amendment filings, in 
part, on this case. 

But in spite of all the rhetoric about 
freedom, some of the resisters, in their 
more vocal moments, are willing to 
point out the lack of parity in the tax 
structure. As one resister says, echoing 
many, “Under the mandates of the Con- 
stitution, taxes shall be levied equally; 
yet the Rockefellers, the Kennedys and 
the Nixons pay minimal taxes or no 


taxes at all. And that includes corpora- 
tions. The extremely wealthy pay no 
taxes; yet you and | are bled to death.” 

Recent findings justify the complaint. 
For the past six years Representative 
Charles Vanik- (Democrat-Ohio) has 
been studying the corporate tax struc- 
ture. The results of his study are alarm- 
ing, to say the least. They have been 
placed into the Congressional Record 
regularly since the congressman began 
his work, and are thus a matter of public 
record. 

In his 1976 study Vanik found that 11 
major corporations paid absolutely no 
taxes in 1975 (Ford Motor Company, 
Delta Airlines, Chemical New York, 
Manufacturers Hanover, Western 
Electric, Bethlehem Steel, Lockheed 
Aircraft, National Steel, Phelps Dodge, 
Freeport Minerals and Northwest Air- 
lines). Twenty-seven other corporations 
paid less than 10 percent of their pretax 
profits, Yet, as allowed by tax provisions 
for worldwide income and investment 
tax credits, Ford received a $189-million 
tax refund for the combined years 1974 
and 1975, 

Vanik’s 1978 study showed that 17 
corporations paid no taxes for 1976 on 
$2.6 billion earned, six more companies 
than the previous year. The following 
corporations cleaned up: U.S. Steel, 
Bethlehem Steel, Armco Steel, Republic 
Steel, National Steel, LTV, Chase 
Manhattan, General Dynamics, Singer, 
Phelps Dodge, Texas Gulf, Eastern Air 
Lines, American Airlines, Pan American 
World Airways, Southern Company, 
Pacific Gas and Electric, and Philadel- 
phia Electric. 

Furthermore, 41 corporations paid 
less than 10 percent on pretax world- 
wide profits, an increase of 14 com- 
panies from the preceding year. These 
included Allied Chemical, Standard Oil 
(Ohio), TWA, Occidental Petroleum, 
Mobil, Delta Airlines, Sperry Rand, Lit- 
ton Industries, Gulf, Marathon Oil, 
International Telephone and Tele- 
graph, Chrysler, Exxon, Texaco, Gulf 
and Western Industries, and American 
Telephone and Telegraph. 

As if this were not enough to anger 
even the most liberal civil libertarian, 
Vanik’s latest study also indicated that 
between 1972 and 1976 the effective tax 
rate of the 168 firms he surveyed was cut 
by more than half—from over 28 per- 
cent down to 13.04 percent. Just in case 
anyone misunderstood him, the con- 
gressman continued to present more 
facts. In 1967, he said, 23 percent of 
federal revenues came from corpora- 
tions, but by 1976, corporations 
accounted for only 16 percent of federal 

(continued on page 82) 


i HARMING 
> XHIBITION 
~~ Carla’s husband, Rick, 
a was afraid that HUSTLER 

had scrapped its photo- 
spreads of luscious ladies 
like his wife. When he 

wrote asking us to let our 

readers get an eyeful of 

) his gorgeous mate, we 

told him, “The reader is 

3 ) always right at HUSTLER.” 

~~ , Besides, we'd have to be 
s r , nuts not to share Carla's 
, ? sensuous charms with you. 


, ‘ 


Photography by 
James Baes 


“She loves to show her stuff,” Rick 
told our photographer as @iigslensman 
captured Carla’s beauty on film at the 
couple’s home in West Palm Beach, 
Florida. ‘‘Maybe she’s a bit of an exhibi- 
tionist,’’ he added, “‘but she really gets 
hot thinking of other guys getting horny 
looking at her body. Me too!” 

Us too, Rick. And when you and Carla 
think about all the men who are check- 
ing out her charms, remember that in 
trying to satisfy our readers your wish is 
our command. 

HUSTLER believes the human body is 
a thing of beauty. Nude bodies, human 
genitalia—they're not objects to be 
ashamed of. We congratulate Carla and 
other women who celebrate their beauty 
rather than repress it. 
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TAX REBELS 
(continued from page 76) 


revenues. And who replaced the lost 
money? The individual taxpayer, who 
was pumping more of his earnings into 
the federal till than ever before—while 
corporations were taking their money to 
the bank, and doing it legally under the 
provisions of the tax code. 

Vanik addressed his colleagues in the 
House of Representatives: “Companies, 
just like individuals, take advantage of 
every tax provision they can to lower 
their taxes. They are foolish if they do 
not. The problem, however, is that while 
many of these provisions initially had 
admirable motives— usually to stimulate 
jobs—they often outgrow their inten- 
tions and turn into plain subsidies from 
the federal government. ... 

“Additionally, although individual] 
taxpayers have some special] tax-reduc- 
ing provisions, it unfortunately seems 
that one must get richer and richer 
in order to enjoy the dozens of tax- 
avoidance schemes that have come to be 
a part of the U.S. tax code.” Driving 
home the point, Vanik concluded, “Cor- 
porate taxes are continuing to decline 
while individuals’ taxes go up. Where 
will this trend lead us, and how soon will 
it be before all corporations are able to 
escape federal income taxes entirely?” 


With all due respect to Congressman 
Vanik and his findings, the rank-and- 
file worker—the backbone of 
America—has known this all along, 
without the aid of statistics, charts and 
tables. He has felt the money slipping 
out of his pocket for many years now, 
and there appears to be no end in sight 
as long as the pencilnecks in 
Washington continue to have their way. 

Currently, the average American has 
to work almost until the tax deadline 
before he can call his money his own; 
nearly 20 percent of his annual salary is 
swallowed up by Uncle Sam. And if one 
adds sales taxes, state taxes and city 
taxes, the worker can barely make ends 
meet. Meanwhile, the rich can drive to 
work and write it off, while the laborer 
who needs the same tax credit cannot. 
Tax breaks don’t count when it comes 
to bread and butter, only caviar. 
Americans are coming to realize that 
what passes for tax reform has actually 
been lobbied for by national corpora- 
tions, such as AT&T, which spend mil- 
lions of dollars only to be able to recover 
billions in tax benefits. Someone must 
make up the difference. 

So there's little wonder that America, 
like many European countries, is turn- 
ing into a cash-based society. People 
have resorted to moonlighting (and 
demanding cash payment because they 


“My wife won't let me come in her mouth!” 
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are tired of paying ever-increasing 
taxes). As a matter of fact, an estimated 
$195 billion went under-reported in 
1977, But then little wonder. The theory 
goes: If the wealthy can get breaks and 
we, the workers, can't, then we'll make 
our own. 

Following that reasoning, one is well 
within his rights—although illegally — 
considering some of the benefits of the 
wealthy. Recently, for example, the 
500,000-member National Federation of 
Independent Business had obtained tax 
credits on oil and gas consumption, and 
all of the tax breaks were garnered 
through the efforts of the federation’s 
badgering lobbyists. 

But if you’re wealthy, you don’t even 
need someone to plead for you in Con- 
gress. All you have to do is ship your 
money to a tax shelter overseas. Switzer- 
land, Monaco, Liechtenstein, Luxem- 
bourg, Andorra (a tiny country nestled 
along the French-Spanish border) and 
many other countries provide havens for 
avoiding taxes. It’s not too difficult to 
drop $200,000 into one of these shelters 
and get a warm smile from the banker 
besides. But, as an average worker, try to 
pop a paltry $200 into the same vault, 
and you probably would have an 
officious teller glare at you. 

Among the wealthiest tax dodgers are 
churches. Considered to be nonprofit 
organizations, they can pull in their 
tithes to the tune of millions annually, 
while supplying their leaders with pri- 
vate jets and expensive homes. It is 
speculated, for example, that nearly 40 
percent of the real estate in New York 
City is owned by tax-exempt outfits, 
such as churches and nonprofit 
organizations; yet the middle-income 
people living there must pay more and 
more in taxes to enable a potentially 
bankrupt city to continue to operate. 

Some churches have even gone into 
legitimate business ventures. ‘The Penin- 
sula Covenant Church in Redwood 
City, California, which owns a swim- 
ming and tennis club, was recently 
awarded a tax refund. Evidently, it is 
lucrative to be able to baptize and volley 
for the Lord. 

All of these “special” breaks, plus 
countless others, are what make the tax 
resisters in America mad. “The tax 
system is inequitable, and the individual 
income tax is destroying the middle 
class,” says Marvin Cooley of Mesa, 
Arizona. An ex-farmer and the father of 
ten, Cooley is considered by many to be 
one of the best Fifth Amendment lec- 
turers in America. During his talks he 
emphasizes: “Right is on our side. If 
they [the government] don’t prosecute 

(continued on page 104) 


“All this ‘knowing and begetting’ really turns me on!!” 
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t was the cheapest hotel on the Left Bank. For $2 a day (ten francs) you had a room, 
gas burner, heat, electricity and ‘free access—no snoopy concierge to bug you. 


Which meant you could bring anybody to your room anytime without surveil- i , 
lance, an unheard-of thing in Paris. You couldn't beat it. Everything went on in : 
that little street near the Seine: raw, crude life, always fascinating, sometimes danger- 


ous. There were jam sessions, orgies, dope scenes, hustles, even bombings during the 4 
Algerian uprising. Across the street facing the hotel lived an ex-police chief who 7 
was on the death list of the FLN—Algeria’s independence fighters. Cops were 
stationed around his house on 24-hour patrol, but that didn’t keep the terror- 
ists from trying to blow up the place with plastic explosives, shattering 
windows and making lots of noise. The bastards disturbed my sleep. 


Besides, they never got him anyway. 

The gendarmes saw plenty at the 
“Beat” hotel, as we Americans called it. 
They watched a continual parade of 
creeps and crazies; they saw whores, 
pimps, junkies, beauties, drag queens, 
dykes and queers; they saw con men and 
ex-cons, famous jazz musicians like Bud 
Powell and Mezz Mezzrow (who would 
visit his son), writers, artists, students, 
professors—even millionaires in love 
with the seamy side. | knew a princess, a 
baron and two countesses who visited or 
lived at the hotel because of the 
prestigious writers there. 

All these categories overlapped; that 
is, a writer could also be a junkie, con 
artist, aristocrat, faggot, dyke or 
whatever, 

Among the geniuses at the hotel were 
two high priests of the new Beat 
religion: William Gallows, author of the 
outrageous sex novel The Naked Lunge, 
which created a storm of controversy 
when it was published in 1960 while he 
was living in a room above mine; and 
Alvin Glansberg, author of Drool, the 
dirtiest poem in the English language, a 
. homosexual epic that made cocksucking 
a political act. Those were, indeed, 
revolutionary times. 

I myself began to gain a somewhat 
sinister notoriety as an underground 
writer. My stories and poems appeared 


internationally in magazines devoted to 
drugs, sex and the new religious 
awakening, most notably in the trendy 
Evergreen Review out of New York, in 
which the two other geniuses also ap- 
peared. Sex, so distasteful to the Puri- 
tan, was reinterpreted as a path (like the 
Hindu practice of Tantric yoga) to 
spiritual enlightenment. Consequently, 
I came into contact with some re- 
markable young freaks seeking salvation 
through the crotch, rebelling against the 
dead meat of conventional life-styles. 

One of the most fascinating of these 
was a young black giant from French 
Guiana, who came and went almost 
stealthily, moving with the electric 
voltage of a horny tiger. He kept to him- 
self mostly, but occasionally he’d be 
accompanied by a young white woman, 
blond and petite. | couldn’t be sure if it 
was the same woman each _ time— 
perhaps they just looked similar. He had 
a tiny room on the second floor across 
the hall from mine, and sometimes we'd 
meet on our way to the smelly latrine 
and nod to each other. 

Early one morning, about 3 a.m., we 
practically collided. This gigantic hunk 
of solid muscle towered over me stark 
naked; he was hung like a donkey. 
Stoned in the dim hallway, I thought I 
was hallucinating. 

“Oh, pardon,” he mumbled thickly. 


“You think it's easy getting a messiah to make house Calls?!” 


86 OCTOBER HUSTLER 


Then, snapping out of a catatonic 
trance, we both broke into crazy tor- 
rents of dope laughter. He went, finally, 
to urinate, and when he was through I 
entered. When I came out he was wait- 
ing. In a low whisper he said, “Have you 
got any stuff?” 

“Yes,” I said, “from Morocco.” 

“Can I buy some?” 

“Sure. But why not try it first?” 

“Agreed.” 

I told him my room number, and we 
shook hands in the French manner—an 
abrupt shake, palms lightly touching. 
He whispered huskily, ‘‘Melo. A 
pleasure.” 

“Hal,” I said. “Enchanted.” 

(Or, more freely translated, ‘Pleased 
to meet you.”) 

A few minutes later he showed up, 
looming in my room, which was just 
large enough (like most of them in the 
hotel) to accommodate a single bed, 
table, chair and chest of drawers. A bare 
light bulb dangled from the ceiling. We 
sat on the bed, and I rolled a joint of the 
best Moroccan weed, called Katami. 
Melo inhaled deeply, leaning back 
against the dirt-stained wall, cracked 
and peeling. But to us the room was a 
palace. 

“Mmm, very good stuff, man,” 
coughed Melo appreciatively, sharply 
exhaling the acrid smoke. ‘Very good.” 

I leaned back too, and for a while, 
side by side, we smoked in silence. 

Around 5 a.m., when he offered to 
buy some I said, ‘Forget it,” and gave 
him a few joints for the road. I had a 
stash from Tangier, which I’d smuggled 
out in my boots for the equivalent of a 
few dollars. After that he came around 
practically every night asking the same 
question: “Got any stuff?” It became a 
ritual. 

I enjoyed turning on with him. He 
was cool and intelligent, and we soon 
became great friends. He even took me 
into his confidence! His mother, he con- 
fided, was a nightclub dancer, half- 
Indochinese, half-African. Although 
pushing 50, she looked about 35, with a 
body like a juicy blood sausage, which 
she sold (in slices) after hours to the men 
she danced with. 

Melo was 24 and followed the family 
profession. He hustled male tourists on 
the boulevards, especially at the Cafe de 
Flore on the Boulevard St. Germain, 
where the foreign gays hung out, and at 
the old Reine Blanche across the street, 
next to the Royale. He also worked the 
swimming pools along the quays, where 
you got a locker, jumped into the pool 
and surfaced with a girl or guy in your 
arms. You made it in one of the two-by- 
four rented cubicles that smelled of 


“Stay calm, everyone! I’ve brought help.” 


jockstraps. The Piscine Deligny was the 
largest and best of the pools. 

Melo was a cum-freak. He lived only 
for pussy. For this reason he was always 
broke, He spent on the ladies what he 
earned from the men. Pussy meant more 
to him than money. Yet he never seemed 
satisfied. A prick that big, I figured, 
must be a huge responsibility. 

“IT get very aroused when I see a 
woman in the pool,” he confided ear- 
nestly. “You know, wearing only a bra 
and bikini, with the pubic hair showing 
just above the band. Oh, man! Especial- 
ly blond hair! I must have her! TOOT 
SWEET. So I spend lots of my time 
swimming.” 

What woman could fail to notice this 
superb specimen? As for the monstrous 
weapon bulging out of his brief swim- 
suit, only the blind or the brainwashed 
could fail to see it. Since many French- 
women are as loose as a goose’s 
sphincter, and single tourists are 
generally on the make, eager to bring 
home an unforgettable experience, 
Melo had no trouble at all. He was 
naturally equipped to provide the big- 
gest thrill they'd ever have. 

As Melo was an existentialist with a 
keen, active mind, we’d sit for hours 
turning on and discussing the works of 
Sartre and Camus. Melo said this god- 
less void of existence that they posited 
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was terrifying but true. Since he had 
come to Paris, he said, he had lived for 
one thing only—sex. He saw no other 
reason for existence. Everything else 
seemed pointless, dull. Only the orgasm 
meant anything: that blazing flash of 
instant release from tension and anxiety, 
that split-second illumination of the 
flesh. 

Sex, he said, was like a powerful drug 
to which he was addicted. But he felt 
that organized religion was an addiction 
far worse, in fact, than sex or drugs 
because it was more emotionally crip- 
pling. Karl Marx, he affirmed, was 
right: Religion is the opiate of the peo- 
ple. They can be manipulated by 
unscrupulous, cynical leaders of church 
and state. “Religion is responsible,” 
Melo stated, “for more inhumanity, for 
more bloodthirsty torture and torment, 
for more wars and deaths than any other 
single cause in history.” 

In primitive religions like his own, 
Melo explained, sex was central to the 
belief. Nature, including man’s, was 
respected, not violated and polluted. 
Religion was based on nature, not against 
nature; it did not attempt to thwart and 
dominate our instinctive sex-urge, 
which he considered the cause of 
Western man’s unhappiness. A religion 
that outlaws sex as filthy, he murmured, 
is barbarous and sick, truly insane. 
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“Innocent human beings are sacrificed 
every day to some cruel, abstract god in 
the Western world, and they call us 
savages!” he exclaimed. His religion was 
based on natural magic, its strange 
rituals almost unknown to white society. 
One of these, for example, takes place 
when boys are initiated into sexual 
rights at puberty. 

“In Guiana when a boy comes of 
age,” said Melo, “his mother rubs his 
adolescent prick with hot cantari, a 
black-magic grease that gives him a 
three-day hard-on. Makes you want to 
fuck all the time.” (Cantari: Cantharis, 
more commonly known as Spanish Fly, 
a supposed aphrodisiac.) 

A three-day hard-on?? At my question- 
ing look of utter dismay he grinned. 

“IT know, you think the boy fucks his 
mother,” he said, misinterpreting my 
expression. “Not at all. He goes around 
to marriageable girls, has sex with them 
and finally picks the one he wants for his 
wife. Sexual frustration is unknown 
among my people.” 

“What about other girls he’s had?” I 
asked. “‘Aren’t they disgraced?” 

“Oh, no, no, no! We do not believe in 
silly Victorian morality, although the 
missionaries tried to make us feel guilty 
and unhappy—in other words, to 
become Christians. But we are not so 
dumb.’ He shook his head with 
exasperation. “We cannot believe that 
pleasure is immoral and suffering is 
moral. We do not accept this madness, 
this cruelty. We all take care of one 
another. When it comes to love we are 
never frustrated.” 

“Tt sounds like an island paradise,” I 
said with a sigh. 

“Well, no, it isn’t,” answered Melo 
sadly. “That’s why I’m here. Too much 
poverty, too much enslavement to 
French masters. I figured, better come 
to France than be a colonial peasant. 
More opportunity to fuck the French, 
you might say.” 

I had known Melo for several months 
when one night he said, “Is it all right if 
I bring my girlfriend tonight for a 
smoke?” 

I didn’t see why not, and he was very 
pleased. 

“My best friend,”’ he murmured, “and 
my best girl.” 

She looked like them all. I couldn’t be 
sure but thought I’d seen her before. 
Small, straight blond hair, about 25. Her 
name was Odile. She wore bangs over 
her eyes. Algerian silver bracelets with 
garnets, mobile earrings, embossed 
silver cigarette case with a Buddha 
in relief from Cambodia. She spoke 

(continued on page 114) 


L& July we published our first Beaver Hunt 
couple, a loving duo from Newbury Park, 
California. Reader response was strong. 
Many of you obviously supported our earlier 
decision to seek couple-shots from all over 
America.-T hat’s why we’re announcing a 
nationwide search for Beaver Hunt couples. 
Send us your loving-couples color photos, 
and we’ll pay $50 for each picture we select. 
All photos become the nonreturnable 
property of HUSTLER. We'll choose the best 
couples and offer them professional model 
rates for an extended photo-feature. 

As before, all entries to Beaver Hunit— 
male, female or couple—should be 
addressed to HUSTLER Beaver Hunt, 2029 
Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, 
California 90067. Use the model release on 
page 94, or a facsimile including all the 
information requested on the form. 


L. E., from 
Van Nuys, 
California, 
works in an 
office and gets 
off on.painting 
and music. This 
20-year-old 
keeps her patch 
well-groomed 
with that razor 
blade. Someday 
she'd like to 
make love with 
the lights on, the 
curtains open 
and all her 
neighbors 
watching. Let us 
know when the 
show starts! 


| Julie isa 19-year-old housewife 

from Guthrie, Oklahoma, who 
likes to swim when her chores | 
are finished. Someday she | 
hopes to be stranded on a | 
desolate island with her 
husband and a suitcase full of 
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_.sex aids. 


Photo by T.A. Gregory III 


Philadelphia's “Mother Nature, 20, 
is a dancer. Her fantasy involves the 
entire city fire department and an 
asbestos bed, but the smoke-eaters 

had better arrive with their 

equipment in good working order. 
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A 19-year-old waitress from Davison, 
Michigan, Diane Boyer shaves her 
pubic hair just where it counts. Diane 
finds that it makes both horseback | 
riding and sex more exciting. We're | 
sure her boyfriend would agree; | 
maybe the horse would too. Diane's | 
fantasy is “to fulfill my man’s 
creamiest dreams.’’ We see no reason 
why this beauty couldn't fulfill any 


* 7 | 
Dan and Phyllis Wyley, 


sey, 
Peat aay bike technician. 


Phyllis rigged th 


Dan tells us, Phyllis 
ot right onto his eaget 
hot hef umbled the 
t was lost forever: 


Photo by John P. Grabosky ) 
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Porquette Le Sow, a pink- 
thinking piggy from 

Swampscott, Massachusetts, is 
shown here at her favorite 
incestuous activity bringing 
home the bacon to her swinish 
siblings, Winnie and Wiener. 
When not hamming it up with 

her mammaries, Ms. Le Sow 

ambles over to MIT, where she 
isstudying mud. Porkittoher, ¢ 
kids, she’s really swill! =. 


JFK ASSASSINATION 
(continued from page 50) 


in the Marine Corps at Atsugi. The 
Armed Services tend to consider 
venereal disease a serious problem and 
punish enlisted men who contract a 
dose. The affidavit stated that Oswald 
got the disease “in line of duty.” It 
further exculpated Oswald from any 
responsibility by stating, “Not due to 
own misconduct.” 

When this startling information was 
released on French television, Epstein 
answered, “They told me that they 
always write ‘in line of duty’ for any dis- 
ease or injury. They told me that when 
Oswald accidentally shot himself with a 


BEAVER HUNT MODEL RELEASE 


Beaver Hunters, here is the model release you 
must send to us with your entry in HUSTLER'S 
amateur photo contest (see page 89). Models 
should be shown totally nude. Faces must be 
visible in photos. Novelty photos will be con- 
sidered. Mail to: HUSTLER Beaver Hunt, 2029 
Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, 
California 90067 


Mode! s Name 


Adaoress 


Date of Birth Phone linciude area code} 


Photographer 
Occupation 


Hobbies 


Sexual Fantasies 


include separate sheet if necessary 


Seng prize to O Mode} O Other 


| hereby give HUSTLER Magazine, its suc- 
cessors and assigns, and those acting under 
its permission or upon its authority, per- 
mission to copyright and/or publish any 
photographs of myself with or without my 
name and to make changes in or additions to 
such photographs or portraits, in such manner 
as shall seem proper to their use. | also under- 
stand that editorial matter will accompany 
these photos. | certify that | am of full age and 
am possessed of full legal capacity to execute 
the foregoing authorization 


Model s Legal Signature 
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.22 pistol, they wrote ‘in line of duty’ on 
that medical report.” Epstein never did 
reveal who “they” were, but anyone 
who has served in the American military 
knows that he was given—and he 
accepted—false information. Had Ep- 
stein merely turned to the next page of 
Oswald's medical record, he would have 
seen that the words “in line of duty” did 
not appear in connection with the self- 
inflicted wound or in connection with 
any other medical problem for which 
Oswald had received treatment. 
Regarding Oswald's tour of duty in 
Japan, Bucknell can only report what 
Oswald recounted to him. However, he 
was involved directly with Oswald in an 
intelligence effort when they both were 
at MACS-9. In 1959 Oswald, Bucknell 
and others were ordered to report to the 
Criminal Investigation Division (CID) 
at the base. There a civilian began an 
effort aimed at recruiting those present 
for an intelligence operation against 
“Communists” in Cuba. Oswald was 
selected to make several additional trips 
to CID. Later he told Bucknell that the 
civilian who served as his contact or 
control at Atsugi had taken over the 
same job at Santa Ana. Still later, 
Oswald confided to Bucknell that he, 
Oswald, was to be discharged from the 
Marine Corps very soon and that he 
would surface in the Soviet’ Union. 
Oswald told Bucknell that he was being 
sent there on assignment by American 
intelligence and that he would return to 
the United States in 1961 as a hero. 
Judge James Botelho probably knew 
Oswald as well as anyone at MACS-9. 
They shared the same room, and 
Botelho took Oswald home to meet his 
parents. Although the intelligence- 
inspired revisionists are attempting 
retroactively to make Oswald a Marxist 
Marine, Botelho denies it."\I’m very con- 
servative now,” he told me, “and I was 
at least as conservative at that time. 
Oswald was not a Communist or a 
Marxist. If he was, I would have taken 
violent action against him and so would 
many of the other Marines in the unit.” 
When they were in the service 
together, Botelho engaged in many 
discussions with Oswald. I asked him 
what he thought of Oswald when he 
learned that he had “defected.” He said: 
“Well, when Oswald’s presence in the 
Soviet Union was made public, it was 
the talk of everyone who knew him at 
the base. First of all, I was aware of the 
fact that the radio codes and other codes 
were not changed and that Oswald 
knew all of them. That made me 
suspicious. I knew Oswald was not a 
Communist and was, in fact, anti-Soviet. 
Then, when no real investigations about 


Oswald occurred at the base, I was sure 
that Oswald was on an_ intelligence 
assignment in Russia. 

“In Epstein’s book he quotes a former 
Marine named Delgado as stating that 
civilians swarmed all over the base after 
Oswald surfaced in Russia. That is not 
true at all. Delgado had been transferred 
before that date, in any event, and if 
there had been such an investigation, he 
would not have seen it. Two civilians 
dropped in, asked a few questions, took 
no written statements and recorded no 
interviews with witnesses. It was the 
most casual of investigations. It was a 
cover-investigation so it could be said 
that there had been an investigation.” 

Judge Botelho concluded, “Oswald, it 
was said, was the only Marine ever to 
defect from his country to another coun- 
try, a Communist country, during 
peacetime. That was a major event. 
When the Marine Corps and American 
intelligence decided not to probe the 
reasons for the ‘defection, I knew then 
what I know now: Oswald was on an 
assignment in Russia for American 
intelligence.” 

Very likely, the truth about the 
assassination of President Kennedy 
resides in CIA files and in the minds of 
CIA officials. After the House Select 
Committee on Assassinations was estab- 
lished in 1976 a tough-minded former 
prosecuting attorney named Richard 
Sprague was appointed its chief.counsel 
and director. He pledged to subpoena 
every relevant CIA and FBI file and to 
question every pertinent witness from 
the intelligence community. The 
intelligence organizations, through what 
they refer to as their “assets” in the news 
media, launched a vitriolic attack 
against Sprague, who was then eased out 
of his position by frightened members of 
Congress. 

In June 1977 Sprague was replaced 
by G. Robert Blakey, formerly of the 
Department of Justice, who has de- 
clined to subpoena any FBI or CIA doc- 
uments and who has hired his staff only 
after securing the approval of both the 
FBI and CIA. He has also agreed not to 
disclose to the American people any- 
thing he might learn from those two 
organizations without their approval. 

On the day that the Select Committee 
was established by Congress, George 
O'Toole, a former CIA agent, turned to 
me and said that the most corrupt and 
inept institution in America has just 
been called upon to investigate the two 
most duplicitous organizations in our 
country’s history. He added, “The CIA 
and FBI will have that committee for 
breakfast tomorrow morning.” He was 
wrong: It took several months. e 


BOXING 
(continued from page 56) 


weight who was KO’d by one punch ina 
fight just before meeting Howard Davis, 
and described later by the New York 
Daily News as a “guinea pig” and 
“punching bag”; Sandy Torres (22-6), a 
middleweight in an Ali-Spinks prelimi- 
nary fight, whose pounding by Alan 
Minter was never aired but who still 
managed to turn his knockout into a 
payday for his “people”; and Horace 
“Big City” Robinson (7-4), a heavy 
whose record should induce sleepy-eyed 
yawns rather than a shot on CBS's cur- 
rent late-night version of Gillette’s old 
Friday-night fights. (Other frequently 
televised Clancy fighters are Harold 
Weston and 1977 welterweight champ 
Rodrigo Valdes.) 

A definite power in CBS’s boxing 
department, Clancy is in a position to 
have an “opinion” on fights proposed by 
enemies as well as friends. In a business 
in which the operating ethic is “Don’t 
get mad, get even,” allies could con- 
ceivably get more than a fair shake, and 
foes the door-in-the-face brushoff. Al- 
ready, rival managers have been charg- 
ing Clancy with “keeping us off CBS.” 

If this is true, CBS is supporting a 
veritable stranglehold on the fight game. 
Even if this is not the case, the image is 
creating a dangerous anticompetitive 
situation. Young, paycheck-hungry 
fighters impressed by Clancy’s commen- 
tator/consultant status could easily 
think Clancy is a ticket to TV time and 
sign with him—while other managers 
might want to woo Clancy and offer him 
all sorts of compromising temptations. 

Clancy, the man who would be king, 
quickly soft-pedals any hint of unethical 
conduct, and says, “I can’t prevent my 
friends from calling me, but I only make 
a match after considering the fighters. I 
don’t think about who’s managing. | do 
this strictly on a business basis. Ability 
is the only thing that counts, and I’m 
not out to enhance my friendships. 

“Sure, a kid could be impressed by 
seeing me on TV, but if I become a 
manager for a kid, I would hope it’s 
based on my past experience and 
record. My critics can’t understand how 
much I’ve sweated in the gyms. CBS 
hired me because of my integrity, and I 
hope young fighters will do the same.” 

Monopoly has characterized TV's 
connection with boxing for years. Back 
in the “50s, when boxing was booming 
and the name of the game was Madison 
Square Garden, the TV boys craved a 
piece of the action. During a power 
struggle at the Garden they saw their 
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chance and lined up with “sportsman” 
Norris against famed Joe 
Louis-matchmaker Mike Jacobs. The 
decision was pivotal: “Gentleman Jim” 
palled around with Frankie “Mr. Gray” 
Carbo and Blinky Palermo. 

Crooked but also smart, the trio 
understood that TV was an unproven 
medium in need of a hot attraction. 
Needing to apply only a little arm-twist- 
ing, they sold TV on the idea of weekly 
telecasts, and soon there were Monday- 
night fights, Wednesday-night fights, 
Friday-night fights and Saturday-night 
fights. The Norris-Carbo-Palermo TV 
nexus cared little about overexposure, 
nor did it worry about boxing’s life- 
blood, the neighborhood fight clubs. 
These birthplaces of new talent were 
hardly a match for all the bouts on 
television, so the clubs lost their 
audiences and folded. As a consequence, 
the same fighters had to be televised 
again and again. 

“What put boxing in hell was TV’s 
not breaking in new fighters,” argues 
Madison Square Garden's present 
matchmaker, Teddy Brenner, who 
staged the first nationally televised 
fights from New York's Eastern Park- 
way “House of Upsets” Arena. “The 
only thing TV has ever been interested 
in is marquee value. You always had to 
give them personalities—champions. 


There never was the thought of nurtur- 
ing unknown fighters, or even a regard 
for which fighters matched well. Names, 
that’s all that counted.” 

Along with viewers, Washington 
officials also got tired of watching Ralph 
“Tiger” Jones (he fought 46 times in a 
year and a half on TV), Carmen Basilio 
and Kid Gavilan bleed every week. 
Senator Estes Kefauver investigated the 
Garden’s Carbo and Company opera- 
tion, and eventually blew open the 
Mob’s lock on numerous titleholders. 
For trying to muscle in on welterweight 
champ Don Jordan's earnings, Carbo 
and Palermo went to jail. And boxing 
was sentenced to years of disgrace. 

With the death rattle distinctly audi- 
ble in the 1960s, boxing in the 1970s 
could have been saved only by Hercu- 
lean personalities. After holding the 
heavyweight title for four years Muham- 
mad Ali ic Cassius Clay) got sensational 
publicity in 1967 by battling to stay out 
of the Vietnam War. And in 1971 Don 
King entered the sport after his release 
from prison on a manslaughter rap. 
King’s wit, grit and bullshit were equal 
to Ali’s famed tongue, and together they 
revolutionized the fight world. 

The closed-circuit era thrived. In 
rapid-fire succession the self-crowned 
“World’s Greatest Promoter” pulled off 
Ali-George Foreman in Zaire (1974), 
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LEASURE TIME offers three of the 
hottest ‘stand-up’ comedy books for 
your private reading pleasure. You'll 
howl with excitement as you follow 
the adventures of your favorite 
television personalities in TV 
Sexcapades, a satirical look at 
America’s favorite pastime. The fast 
action continues with the classic 
adult tales Sleeping Beauty, Snow 
White and the Seven Dwarfs, and 
Beauty and Beast. All three books 
are fully illustrated by the master of 
erotic comics, Lee Carvel. You'll be 
up all night with this hilarious trio. 
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Ali-Chuck Wepner in Cleveland (the 
1975 model for the film Rocky), Ali-Joe 
Bugner in Malaysia (1975) and Ali-Joe 
Frazier in the “Thrilla in Manila” 
(1975). 

Boxing was again on its financial feet, 
and in leaped a former assistant to 
Robert Kennedy—Park Avenue attor- 
ney Bob Arum. Described by King as 
“the master of vituperation, vilification 
and skullduggery” for “stealing” the 
Ali-Ken Norton Yankee Stadium bout 


| in 1976, Arum astutely sensed that TV’s 


megabucks would replace independent 
promotions. The networks, like the rest 
of America, wanted a string of 1976 
Olympic-style heroics (the Spinks 
brothers and Sugar Ray Leonard had 
pulled down boxing’s “Iron Curtain” 
and fired the public’s imagination), and 
Arum opted to be the Great Provider, 
even if it meant yo-yoing from ABC to 
CBS to NBC. 

But King had already secured the best 
post position. By signing George Fore- 
man to an exclusive ABC contract, King 
was now that network’s “Mr. Big” (a 
phrase coined outside ABC headquar- 
ters as King walked past women and 
shouted at them, “Make me big, dar- 
ling; make me big”). The man held a 
stack of open-ended 1OUs and was the 
catalyst for TV’s no-holds-barred box- 
ing war. 

“The Foreman deal scared the shit 
out of us,” admits Barry Frank, the man 
who replaced CBS Sports prez Robert 
Wussler and who has now been replaced 
himself. A note of envy is still clear in 
his voice. “This was the key to all of 
boxing at the time. We thought ABC 
had the heavyweight champ sewn up for 
the next ten years and felt we had to do 
something. If the guy down the block 
[ABC and CBS execs literally look into 
each other’s windows] was going to sign 
fighters, we had to do the same.” 

“When King made the delivery, it 
was a quid pro quo for his getting all 
kinds of future consideration,” Wussler 
remarks. “Cosell never liked King and 
would go against him in talks with 
[Roone] Arledge. But now the in-house 
politics [have] changed.” King has been 
close to ABC’s top brass ever since Fore- 
man came aboard. 

ABC Sports Vice-President James 
Spence sidesteps any suggestion of un- 
ethical conduct. But despite his re- 
peated “no comments,” only months 
after Foreman initialed a contract ABC 
came up with $1.5 million for King’s 
“U.S. Boxing Championships” tourney. 
Conceptualized to produce “honestly 
made, true American championships,” 
the series of elimination bouts in various 
weight divisions, it was hoped, would 


reignite Olympian fervor. Since flag- 
waving was meant to usher in ““boxing’s 
new Renaissance,” dank arenas echoing 
the game’s seamy past would be re- 
placed by military bases and even an 
aircraft carrier. 

Terms like “kickback,” “fix” and 
“extorted booking fees” started to fly 
once the 1977 tournament began. These 
anti-King charges had a classic B-movie 
ring to them, but they had never been 
aired “live” until the February 13 pro- 
duction from Annapolis, Maryland. The 
now-legendary TV moment featured 
Scott LeDoux, a plodding heavyweight 
whose mouth was a lot faster than his 
fists. Enraged that he had lost a close 
decision, LeDoux stormed around the 
ring, yelling obscenities and abuse at 
opponent Johnny Boudreaux. A few 
more blows were exchanged, and in the 
melee—before millions of startled TV 
viewers— Howard Cosell’s toupee was 
knocked to the canvas. (A few months 
later, when asked about TV innovations 
in boxing, Cosell bristled, “What do you 
think we’re going to do, put cameras 
under the canvas and get shots of the 
fighters’ balls?”) 

A CBS Who's Who camera crew, film- 
ing a special on King, happened to be at 
ringside. They heard LeDoux detonate 
some long-buried time bombs. The 
accusations became part of a CBS attack 
against the highly rated boxing tourna- 
ment of their rival, and started a host of 
investigations—by the FBI, the U.S. 
Attorney for Maryland and the Federal 
Communications Commission. The Le- 
Doux essentials included: That King’s 
“advisers,” Al Braverman and Paddy 
Flood, fixed the outcome of matches 
and “owned” percentages of most 
fighters; that booking fees had to be 
paid or kicked back in order to get a 
tourney bout; and that Ring magazine, 
the “Bible of Boxing” and authority on 
tournament eligibility, was juggling its 
ratings in the Ring Record Book to favor 
those fighters “owned” by King and his 
“people.” 

Countering the allegations with some 
oratory of his own, King, the Grand 
Shakespearean, said, “These allegations, 
these ludicrous vituperations, are always 
at my doormat. The poison and venom 
are unconscionable. I have been pitted 
against the wiliest and most vindictive 
villains in recent history. I won’t take 
this niggerology, the bullshit that would 
have me apologizing to a master for put- 
ting my head in the way of his club.” 

Cosell also struck back at CBS, doing 
a ‘“LeDoux” on some of its fight 
arrangements, but this radio shill was 
too little, too late. For in the next few 
months other fighters chorused tourna- 


ment complaints. Fighter Kenny 
Weldon revealed that he had to pay 
$2,300 to intermediaries to fight in the 
tourney. Then, delivering the final 
shocker, Ike Fluellen informed the press 
that his ratings in the Ring Record Book 
had been manufactured to get him a 
“U.S. Boxing Championships” bout. 

The tournament in shambles, ABC 
suspended telecasts April 16 and hur- 
riedly took steps to avoid an FCC com- 
plicity rap. Cameramen were told “no 
King close-ups” at the Ali-Alfredo 
Evangelista fight in May (a joke costing 
ABC more than $3 million). Pressure 
was put on King to loosen his associa- 
tion with Braverman, Flood and Ring 
magazine. And most important, to show 
that the network was squeaky-clean, on 
April 19 ABC hired an outside special 
investigator, Michael Armstrong, former 
chief counsel for the Knapp Commis- 
sion (the New York City investigative 
body that looked into Detective Frank 
Serpico’s charges of widespread police 
corruption). 

Instead of defusing the Watergate- 
style scandal, Armstrong only raised 
more questions about ABC’s role in 
what looked increasingly like a sitcom. 
The “Mr. Impeccable” investigator did 
issue a report, which attributed “serious 
conflicts of interest” to King’s staff 
(about ten boxers in the tournament 
were connected to the promoter in one 
way or another), and concluded, “The 
tournament appeared to be rigged to 
favor fighters with connections.” But, in 
apparent accord with boxing insiders 
who say his retainer (the letter hiring 
him for the job) may have warned him 
against going after ABC brass (the 
House subcommittee and this reporter 
have been denied access to the docu- 
ment), Armstrong only made passing 
reference to ABC’s involvement. 

Seemingly justifying ABC’s conduct 
with the remark “They’re just babes in 
the woods...cameramen whose _ busi- 
ness is to put on an event,” Armstrong 
kindly de-emphasized certain network 
“mistakes.” The report put events into 
chronological order: 

1. In late November 1976 Spence 
requests that ABC associate producer 
Alex Wallau prepare a memo detailing 
the quality of fighters slated to be in the 
tournament. 

2. By late December, Wallau has gone 
over the fighters’ records and analyzed 
in great detail to Spence “the assessment 
of potential damage to the reputation of 
ABC Sports by its association with the 
United States Boxing Championships.” 
Wallau’s memo goes on to describe some 
entrants as ‘“‘disgraces” (14 of 56), 
‘“‘marginal’’ (25) and called one 


heavyweight on the show’s opening card 
“a Cleveland punching bag who hasn’t 
fought anybody with a winning record.” 

3. Spence (remember Foreman’s sign- 
ing with ABC?) “forgets” to read the 
Wallau memo. 

4. On January 20, 1977, ABC Sports 
Executive Director Chet Forte tells 
Roone Arledge that “Wallau is antag- 
onizing some very tough people and is 
going to get himself killed.” 
5. By mid-February, Wallau, 
described by Arledge as one of ABC’s 
“most valuable” employees, is relieved 
of his on-the-scene tournament 
investigation. Wallau had problems 
working with Don King and Howard 
Cosell. But Arledge asks him to con- 
tinue his probe privately, which he does 
until April, when the tournament is 
canceled. (The question can be asked: 
What type of people was ABC doing 
business with?) 

Completely missing from Armstrong’s 
report, which was released in September 
1977, was one other—slight—detail: the 
$10,000 “bonus” ABC gave to Wallau in 
June 1977 for “substantial work on box- 
ing matters,” a payment termed 
“extraordinarily rare” by several broad- 
casting-industry execs. It came to light 


rather mysteriously, only hours before 
ABC’s House Communications Sub- 
committee appearance. 

“The closest thing we have to a smok- 
ing gun is this Wallau money,” said 
Congressman Van Deerlin, looking 
rather nervous in his role of special 
prosecutor. “The way ABC came in here 
and told us about this raised some 
eyebrows. I’m still not satisfied with 
their answers. That memo was close to 
Spence’s interests, and he said he had 
the time to read iton a flight to Moscow. 
If Wallau’s memo isn’t worth reading, 
how is Wallau worth $10,000?” 

On March 4, 1978, ex-champ Mu- 
hammad Ali is sitting in a dressing room 
in New York City, rehearsing his State 
of Boxing address for live broadcast on 
CBS’s Sports Spectacular. A makeup man 
bends over him, and the rest of the Ali 
troupe looks on. The fighter tries to 
lighten the mood with a few jokes, but 
they fall on deaf ears. Everyone is wait- 
ing for the go-ahead, and too nervous to 
laugh. 

Suddenly, a “hot-line” phone rings. 
No one has to listen to the ensuing 
announcement; they know it’s time to 
take the Long Walk. Dozens of security 
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guards jump into place. Ali’s wife, 
Veronica, clutches her husband’s hand 
one last time. Manager Herbert 
Muhammad whispers some last-minute 
instructions and offers Ali an emotion- 
filled, deep-throated ‘Good luck. 
You’re the greatest.” 

Winding slowly along labyrinthian 
corridors, the procession finally arrives 
at Studio 45, where they are greeted by 
a battery of kleig lights, cameras and 
personalities. The always-available 
celebrity-groupie, artist Leroy Neiman, 
sits pen in hand. The man of a thousand 
lives, George Plimpton, talks to Norman 
Mailer, with one eye fixed on a cur- 
vaceous redhead. At least a hundred 
reporters crowd beside CBS’s highest 
officials. Female employees, when not 
batting eyelashes at announcers Pat 
Summerall, Jack Whitaker and Brent 
Musburger, are there to provide a 
chorus of o00h’s and aaah’s. 

Once Ali seats himself centerstage, a 
deathly hush falls over the audience. 
Thirty-foot curtains surrounding the 
cavernous room creak shut and add to 
the funereal feeling. Already choking 
with drama, the scene is then pushed to 
overkill by Musburger. As clips from the 
Ali-Spinks fight flick across monitors, 
emcee Musburger characteristically 
welcomes TV viewers with “What a 
great night in Las Vegas. What tremen- 
dous warriors.” 

Ali, his face a lacquered TV bronze, 
now studies the cameras. Wearing a pin- 
striped suit, and unmistakably tense, the 
ex-champ appears as if he’s about to 
declare his presidential candidacy. He 
steadies himself, looks for reassurance 
from friends and says, “Welcome to my 
fireside chat.” There is a burst of 
predictable laughter, and then the real 
reason for the fighter’s first “live” press 
conference is clarified. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Ali con- 
tinues, “there’s been a lot of talk about 
who Spinks will fight first to defend his 
title. Ken Norton and others are saying 
that they should get a shot. Well, I’m 
not here to beg, but it’s only fair that the 
defeated champ gets a return. Now I’m 
hungry and I’m ready. I am boxing. The 
world is waiting for me.” 

A virtuoso performance is to be 
expected from Ali. Yet the impassioned 
plea falls far short of what CBS had 
promised in PR releases, telephone calls 
and commercials: “An exciting develop- 
ment that will greatly affect heavy- 
weight boxing.” Except for Ali’s new 
outstretched-hand posture, little is 
newsworthy. And even more disturbing, 
instead of covering a genuine news 
event, CBS is now concocting one. 

A close-up of the reporters also shows 
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CBS's tricky hand. Eager to make the 
event seem “authentic,” the network has 
invited a broad range of media people, 
with emphasis on the “black press.” 
However, the strongest critics of CBS 
and Bob Arum (whose Top Rank now 
handles Ali) are noticeably absent. The 
questions, therefore, are decidedly tame, 
and Ali only talks about how he “made” 
the other heavies (how he gave them a 
shot and made them wealthy), the 
different strategy to be used in a 
rematch with Spinks and when he 
expects to retire. 

At this point it’s asked, in effect, 
“Aren’t you too old to continue fight- 
ing? Aren’t you afraid of winding up 
like other punch-drunk fighters?” 

Ali is caught off guard for a moment. 
His face sags. His pause seems inter- 
minable. His customary glow only 
returns when he confidently announces, 
“I'm not going to be a tombstone.” 
Some patented theatrics follow, and Ali 
duels one-on-one with the camera: “Not 
a scratch, not a blemish. Who would 
believe looking at my face that I’m a 
champion heavyweight? I shall return. I 
shall return. I shall... .” 

The boxer’s carefully choreographed 
script has CBS officials beaming. An 
otherwise dull Saturday’s viewing has 
gotten a shot of adrenalin—Ali in vin- 
tage form. The jokes are good. Accord- 
ing to Robert Wussler at the show’s out- 
set, “We debated giving Ali airtime for a 
day. We did it because we thought it 
would be a definitive word, not hype, or 
part of the skirmishings in the fight 
game at the present.” 

But does this lofty preamble matter 
now that the show's over? Hardly. The 
smiling Wussler looks like he just signed 
Farrah Fawcett-Majors to a ten-year 
contract. Other CBS officials rush to 
congratulate the network’s sports presi- 
dent, and before leaving for a celebrato- 
ry cocktail party, Wussler says, “Shows 
like this are as important as Meet the 
Press and Face the Nation. Americans 
thrive on sports. There should be more 
conferences like this. It’s the electronic 
media’s responsibility to give news an 
exciting format.” 

While the show’s “newsworthiness” is 
debatable, it’s strikingly clear why CBS 
would want to help Ali get a Spinks 
rematch (and why it broke precedent by 
getting involved in a boxing business 
dispute over Ken Norton’s “rights” to 
Spinks’s first defense). A.C. Neilsen 
statistics clearly show that only Ali 
insures their Spinks “investment.” In 
eight of his fights broadcast by the 
various networks (against Chuck Wep- 
ner, Ron Lyle, Jean-Pierre Coopman, 
Jimmy Young, Richard Dunn, Ken 


Norton, Alfredo Evangelista and Earnie 
Shavers), Ali garnered an average 44.5 
percent of the TV-viewing audience. 

Ali. easily outslugs Barney Miller or 
Rockford Files. But he may not be able to 
“whup” CBS’s fear of Washington 
officialdom. The repercussions of CBS’s 
falsely advertised “winner-take-all” ten- 
nis match are still giving execs night- 
mares. (Wussler was unceremoniously 
dropped, Barry Frank is no longer with 
CBS either, and the Federal Com- 
munications Commission may deny full- 
term license renewals for several CBS- 
owned stations.) 

And if this isn’t enough to worry 
about, Congressman Van Deerlin poses 
another threat. He is currently studying 
the roles Arum and CBS played in offer- 
ing the paltry sum of $200,000 to Nor- 
ton for the first shot at the title when Ali 
lost to Spinks. Both Ali and Spinks had 
given their word to the World Boxing 
Council that the winner would first fight 
Norton, though a rematch between Ali 
and Spinks would no doubt be more 
profitable. After that promise was made, 
Arum (who promotes both Ali and 
Spinks) revealed that he had sold CBS 
the television rights to Spinks’s first title 
defense against anybody but Ali for $1.5 
million, the challenger to receive about 
$200,000 of that sum. It was apparently 
thought that Norton would turn down 
an offer that low, thus freeing Ali and 
Spinks for a rematch. However, Norton, 
according to his manager, Bob Biron, 
“called Arum’s bluff,” and Biron 
described the whole thing as “‘a case of 
connivance between Arum and CBS.” 
In spite of Norton’s loss to Larry 
Holmes this June, which changed mat- 
ters, CBS has already shied away from 
its Ali-Spinks II option. 

This hardly portends CBS’s departure 
from boxing. In fact, just the opposite is 
true. The network hopes to make Fri- 
day-night fights a regular feature, and 
this year it will televise 18 more fights 
than it did in 1977. The future is compli- 
cated by Arum, who talks of staging 
some fights this fall on ABC. (ABC 
purchased the right to air Ali-Spinks II 
in spite of a $7-million bid by NBC.) 
And CBS does have its not-so-secret 
weapon: the ever-reliable Gil Clancy. 

Co-combatant ABC is also digging in. 
By firming up its connection with Don 
King, the network gets first rights to his 
attractive portfolio—a constantly grow- 
ing stable of fighters that includes Larry 
Holmes, the unretired George Foreman, 
Esteban DeJesus, Michael Doakes (a ris- 
ing heavyweight), Alfredo Escalera and 
Jimmy Young (of whom the boxing 
grapevine says King “owns” a 10-per- 
cent piece). More amateur bouts are 


planned, and there is revived interest in 
another tournament. 

ABC’s Roone Arledge, James Spence 
and company say through Chuck 
Smiley, an ABC lawyer, that “there are 
new safeguards which prevent a repeat 
of tournament mistakes.” According to 
the network’s legal and business affairs 
vice-president, ABC personnel now fully 
check out fighters’ records, and ABC 
has the contractual right to “terminate a 
match when managerial or promotional 
violations are made.” 

Despite the no-nonsense, get-tough 
language, business goes on as usual, and 
one need only look at Ali’s fight with 
Evangelista in May 1977 for proof of 
this. Reporters sitting ringside were 
abuzz with a rumor—Blinky Palermo 
was back in the fight game and was 
managing Jimmy Young. Already, it 
had been said that King “owned” a slice 
of Young, so the possibility of such a 
partnership was stunning. Plus, ring 
observers were wondering, if ABC knew 
that Palermo was rumored to have ties 
to Young, how could the network have 
signed the fighter to last November’s 
bout with Ken Norton? State laws 
demand the licensing of fight managers, 
and Palermo has not been OK'd by his 
home-state board, the Pennsylvania 
Athletic Commission. (He abruptly 
withdrew his request to be licensed after 


caementing: editorial pressure.) 

Now ABC conveniently says that it 
didn’t hear these “rumors” until a few 
weeks before the Norton-Young fight (a 
$3-million outlay). Network execs, hop- 
ing to cover their tracks with the FCC, 
have coupled the disclaimer with 
reports of their “investigative efforts.” 
Alex Wallau was sent to Palermo’s 
licensing hearing in Philadelphia to 
investigate the brouhaha. 

Yet this reporter had heard about 
Palermo’s return for months during 
1977. ABC, with all of its investigative 
resources (not to mention Arledge’s 
prized researcher, Wallau), no doubt 
heard the same talk. Apparently, 
however, the Norton-Young investment 
sounded a lot better. 

Interestingly, on June 9 ABC aired a 
fight between Jimmy Young and Osval- 
do Ocasio, a Puerto Rican heavyweight 
controlled by Bill Daly. Back in the 
1950s Daly was a cohort of Palermo and 
Carbo. 

Then there was the March 1978 Larry 
Holmes-Earnie Shavers fight. At all of 
Holmes’s fights, manager Richie 
Giachetti worked the corner with a few 
of the fighter’s friends. Only on this 
occasion Giachetti’s helpers were 
noticeably different. Alongside him 
were Freddy Brown and Ray Arcel— 
two cornermen long teamed with Rober- 


to Duran. Why were they there? Hoping 
to win influence in the Duran camp, 
King had thrown the pair this extra 
sweetener. 

Lawyer Smiley was warned about this 
maneuver (by this reporter) two weeks 
before the fight. He promised to look 
into the affair, and emphatically said, 
“We have to get certain managerial and 
tangential guarantees in all our con- 
tracts. This sounds like a violation, and 
I’m going to get on it this afternoon.” 

The conversation then turned to the 
“U.S. Boxing Championships” tourna- 
ment, and ABC’s appearance before the 
House Communications Subcommittee. 
Still the picture of earnestness (and 
arrogance), Smiley sat back in his chair, 
smiled and said, “Washington is com- 
pletely satisfied with our explanations of 
Wallau’s bonus and our new safeguards. 
They know we were candid with them 
and that CBS is the one with things to 
hide. Go ask them, and see if they’re not 
happy with us.” 

Told of these comments, Congress- 
man Van Deerlin leans back on an office 
sofa and grimaces. Then, the pained 
look still frozen on his face, he says, “I 
thought boxing hit its more dire depths 
in the 1950s. Oh, God, how wrong I was. 
With all the millions in the sport today 
from television, boxing has never been 
worse off.” ws 
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I drink my own urine. I 
drink it daily, and every 
morning I massage my scalp, 
neck, face and feet with it. 
And I’m nota lunatic. 

This account is not going 
to have anything to do with 
golden showers, or playing 
with urine for sexual grat- 
ification. I have several 
friends who are golden- 
shower freaks, and I have 
nothing against that fetish. 
But that is neither my topic 
nor my interest. What I am 
interested in is promoting 
one of the most wonderful 
unpatented medicines of all 
time—a nectar of health so 
chock-full of vital minerals 
and salts that it constantly 
amazes me that nobody has 
bottled it, labeled it and pro- 
moted it on television. It 
would make a fortune! 

I first discovered the life- 
enhancing qualities of urine 
while serving with the Brit- 
ish Eighth Army in the 
western Sahara during 
World War II. I had become 
separated from my unit after 
a night skirmish with an 
Italian armored-car column, 
and had been slightly 
wounded on the temple 
by a richocheting bullet. I 
awoke the next morning to 
find myself alone in the lee 
of a sand dune, burdened 
with a ferocious headache. 
My water bottle was nearly 
empty, and caked blood 
matted one side of my face 
and head. 

I had been unconscious 
through most of the night, and my first 
thoughts were of the horrors of dying of 
thirst. We had been taught in basic 
training that drinking urine could save 
one’s life in a waterless emergency, and 
though I was repelled by the idea, I was 
determined to give it a try. Saving the 
last of my water for drinking afterwards, 
I staggered to my feet, found a discarded 
tin cup and urinated into it. Then, sit- 
ting in the shade of a wrecked jeep, I 
began to sip. 

The taste was salty and warm, with a 
secondary flavoring that reminded me of 
the Australian canned beer I had drunk 
in the mess tent 12 hours earlier. I felt 
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like gagging only once, when a nervous 
jerk of my arm sent a larger draught 
than I was expecting down my throat. 
But I controlled it and, slowly sipping, 
drank two-thirds of the cupful. I used 
the remainder to moisten my handker- 
chief, which I made into a poultice for 
my head, having first sponged away 
some of the caked blood. Then I hud- 
dled in the shade, closed my eyes and 
tried to sleep. 

I didn’t know it at the time, but the 
fact is that I couldn’t have drunk a more 
medicinal, curative elixir if I had been 
sitting in the saloon bar of a pub in 
Alexandria with all their available 


drinks to choose from. Nor- 
mally, 1,000 parts of urine 
contain about 960 parts of 
water and 40 parts of solutes. 
The solutes comprise a 
veritable cocktail of minerals 
and salts. To name just a 
few: sodium chloride, which 
helps conduct vital electrical 
impulses in the body and is a 
necessary constituent of the 
human body; urea, which is 
found in man and other 
mammals and which is the 
biological end product of 
protein metabolism; 
creatinine, a basic com- 
pound found in muscles and 
Ma blood as well as in urine, and 
J which plays an important 
role in muscle contraction 
and energy release; and uric 
acid, which is an end prod- 
uct of the metabolism of 
amino acids and which, if 
not excreted, results in the 
formation of kidney stones. 

When my comrades came 
back to look for me, two 
days later, they frankly, 
Bexpected to find a corpse. 
Instead, they found a some- 
what parched but cheerful 
and feverless fighting man 
who returned to action with 
his platoon three days later. 
|» That was my first expe- 
rience (born of dire neces- 
sity) with urine-drinking— 
but it was certainly not to be 
my last. In fact, I’ve been 
drinking most of my own 
urine every day ever since— 
nearly 35 years of piss- 
imbibing—and at 59 I’m 
lean, strong and virile. 
When, later in the war, my regiment was 
sent to the Far East to fight the Japa- 
nese, I contracted malaria. I cured it 
myself in just three days on a urine- 
and-water fast, and I’ve never had a 
recurrence. 

At this point in my story you’re prob- 
ably thinking I’m some kind of imbe- 
cile; you may have a mental picture of 
some old, piss-stinking bum who sleeps 
in doorways and pees in public. | 
wouldn’t blame you if you thought 
that—for most of us the taboos against 
urine date back to early childhood. We 
were all taught that peeing is something 
that is to be done privately in the 
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bathroom; if we did it in bed we were 
punished. And we had to wash our cocks 
afterwards (if our parents were very 
fastidious) and then wash our hands. All 
of this hygienic propaganda led us to 
believe one thing: That what the body 
excreted was filthy and poisonous by 
definition. And it seems logical enough, 
doesn’t it? After all, why would the 
body expel something unless it was 
valueless? 

Such an attitude, though prevalent 
around the world, is based on a misread- 
ing of nature. The lush foliage of an 
untended forest is the result of dead 
leaves falling back into the soil to be 
used again. Dead leaves do not poison 
trees. On the contrary, they contain 
vital minerals necessary to a living tree’s 
sustenance. Urine contains vital miner- 
als also. The body, in its natural wis- 
dom, decides to flush out surplus nutri- 
ents when it’s had enough. When these 
nutrients are taken back into the body 
through uriné-drinking, the urine is 
filtered again and acts as a cleanser for 
the body’s organs. 

In fact, urine can actually rebuild 
organs that have been damaged by dis- 
ease, while helping to repair the linings 
of the bowels and brain, and to replenish 
and purify the new batch of urine the 
body is preparing. Kidney problems, 


anemia, gangrene, tumors, fevers, the 
common cold—any physical ailment 
that is not traumatic (such as a sudden 
injury or wound) —can be treated, if not 
cured, by drinking urine. 

And, incidentally, I am not a piss- 
stinking bum who sleeps in doorways. 
I’m a highly successful company presi- 
dent who dresses in custom-made 
tweeds from England and drives a 1936 
Auburn original. (I know how impressed 
you Yanks are by such materialistic 
flash!) 

There is a great deal of historical 
precedent for urine therapy. The Hin- 
dus of India valued piss greatly, but 
only when it came from the sacred cow. 
They would follow the favored animal 
around, catch the urine in a special pot 
and then both drink it and bathe them- 
selves in it. 

“When so used,” wrote a 19th-cen- 
tury English traveler, “it removes all 
external impurity, and when taken 
internally, which is very common, it 
cleanses all within.” In Elizabethan 
England young women used their own 
urine as a hand-and-face lotion; they 
found that it softened chapped hands 
and made their complexions creamy 
and smooth. 

In this country, in the late 17th cen- 
tury, Franciscan missionaries in South- 


ern California noted that the ecological- 
ly minded Indians of Baja would drink 
their own urine when smoking peyote. 
Much of the drug would otherwise be 
urinated out and lost, as is the case with 
penicillin and other drugs and vitamins 
today. But by drinking their urine, the 
Indians would recycle the peyote and 
thus effectively double its halluci- 
nogenic impact. 

Of course, if you looked hard enough, 
you could probably find sound medical 
and historical precedents for hitting 
yourself on the head with a ball peen 
hammer. But the practice of urine- 
drinking, though still uncommon, has 
not been proved to be anything but 
beneficial by recent medical discoveries. 
T. Wilson Deachman, M.D., writes that 
the human body provides its own urine 
pharmacy. Outside drugs are unneces- 
sary when urine, its chemical content 
varying according to the pathological 
state of the patient, is so readily avail- 
able. “Its use is indicated,” writes Dr. 
Deachman, “in all forms of disease 
except those caused by traumatism or 
those of a mechanical nature.” 

I mentioned earlier that besides 
drinking my own urine daily I also use it 
to massage my head, hands and feet. I 
started this part of my urine regime 
when I had put myself on an extended 
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fast—urine and water—to cure my 
malaria. After the second day I was 
slightly alarmed, because my heart was 
palpitating loudly and my head felt 
dizzy when I stood up. These could 
have been malarial symptoms, of course; 
I was running a high fever. 

But then I got an idea from the New 
Testament—the soldier’s friend. In 
Matthew 6:17 I read: “...when thou 
fastest, anoint thy head and wash thy 
face.” I consequently decided to rub my 
head and neck, dipping my hands first 
in urine that I had poured into a shallow 
bowl. I rubbed until my hands were dry, 
and then dipped and rubbed again. The 
headaches and heart palpitations ceased 
almost immediately. Think about it, and 
it makes perfect medical sense. The fric- 
tion of my hands caused heat, and heat 
opened up the pores of the skin, allow- 
ing the valuable minerals and salts of 
the urine to seep in. 

I might add that I have a very full 
head of hair—and no dandruff. I 
massage my scalp daily with fresh urine 
prior to shampooing with a “baby” 
shampoo, and I am convinced that the 
urine is just as good a conditioner as the 
expensive “health” products that you 
can buy today for hair care. In fact, if 
you look closely at the ingredients listed 
in small print on some of those products, 
you'll find they contain urea, urine’s 
chief mineral component, and so do 
several brands of beauty soap and face 
cream for women. Why pay a cosmetics 
company for fancy packaging when you 
produce their ‘‘magical ingredient” 
yourself in unlimited quantities? 

I use urine on my feet because I was 
born with slightly flattened arches, 
which used to give me considerable pain 
when I was a youngster. But ever since I 
began to piss-massage them daily the 
combination of friction and mineral 
osmosis has kept the pain at bay; I took 
up jogging a couple of years ago, and I 
find I can run three miles a day with 
ease on my toes, something that was 
impossible for me as a teenager. 

Let me reassure you regarding the 
cosmetic questions you might have. 
Drinking urine is not a filthy habit that 
makes you smell like a baby’s crib. The 
unpleasant smell associated with wet 
bedsheets and diapers is a result of old 
urine coming in contact with the air, 
promoting the creation of bacteria. 
When you drink it fresh from your 
natural cystern, it is no more unpleasant 
than warm seltzer. And the more you do 
it the more pleasant-tasting, smoother 
and purer it seems. 

Bathing and massaging in urine is a 
little bit more smelly; but all you have to 
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do is finish your massage with a quick 
wash, using ordinary household soap or, 
as noted earlier, a mild shampoo. The 
rotting smell of old urine that we have 
all experienced some time in our lives 
never lingers on your body if you follow 
these simple rules. 

Drinking urine for the first time takes 
guts. Germaine Greer, the brilliant 
Australian feminist and university lec- 
turer, challenged the female readers of 
her book The Female Eunuch that they 
should not consider themselves truly 
liberated until they had tasted their own 
menstrual blood. I’m making a similar 
challenge. I don’t believe that you can 
call yourself a real man until you’ve 
downed your first six ounces of fresh 
morning piss. Try it tomorrow as soon as 
you get up. Once you’ve tried it for the 
first time, you'll be ready to try it for 
medicinal purposes. 

And that brings me to my second 
challenge. How many colds did you 
have last year? Probably two or three if 
you're an average citizen. All right 
now—the next time you feel a cold com- 
ing on, follow this regimen to the letter: 
First, eat no food whatsoever; that’s very 
important. The idiot who first said 
“Feed a cold and starve a fever” got it all 
wrong. The original form of that adage 
was “Feed a cold and you'll starve a 
fever,” meaning that if you stuff yourself 
with food during a cold, the cold will 
probably become a fever and you'll have 
to starve because you won’t keep any 
food down! So don’t eat; you probably 
need a good fast anyway if you’re an 
average American. 

Second, take no medication. I’m talk- 
ing about everything from aspirin to 
prescription drugs. Cut em out! They’re 
all garbage! And stop smoking and stop 
drinking alcohol. Limit yourself to 
drinking urine and water only—as much as 
you comfortably can. That’s it. No fruit 
juice, no vitamins, no tea or coffee— 
nothing but urine and water. 

Third—and this is important—use 
some of your urine to massage your 
head, neck and chest. Do it three times a 
day, then wash and keep yourself warm. 
You will shake that cold in three days 
maximum. And by the third day your 
whole system will be glowing with 
health. 


Editor’s Note: HUSTLER wishes to point 
out that Colonel Liell’s article represents an 
account of a personal alternative life-style; 
HUSTLER readers who follow his instruc- 
tions do so at their own risk. We caution, in 
particular, that drinking urine without 
additional ‘liquids could lead to uremic 
poisoning. dx 
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TAX REBELS 
(continued from page 82) 


us, we'll beat ’em, and if they do 
prosecute us, we'll beat ’em faster. Toil 
and blood and tears and sweat have 
always won—the history of the world 
proves that. You must dig in, You can’t 
play it safe. You must take risks regard- 
less of the consequences.” 

He speaks from experience. Cooley 
refused to answer questions during an 
IRS audit on his 1968-1970 income and 
was later sentenced to serve two years at 
a federal work farm in Arizona. After his 
release he filed a Fifth Amendment 
return and has done so ever since. He 
claims he’s never lost a single subse- 
quent audit. 

Cooley now devotes nearly all of his 
time to lecturing, and he vowed to him- 
self that he would speak in all 50 states 
this year. As of June, Cooley had spoken 
to groups in nearly 30 of them. He takes 
pride in the fact that he was one of the 
people responsible for Norbert Stelten’s 
court victory in Minnesota. It is 
apparent that Cooley’s message is get- 
ting out. 

But it’s easy to understand why 
Cooley is so successful at convincing 
others. First of all, his prison term has 
made him one of the martyrs in the tax- 
resistance movement and has created a 


passionate drive that cannot be miscon- 
strued as insincere. Second, his rapid- 
fire delivery, coupled with his Arizona, 
good-ole-boy drawl, casts little doubt 
that he means business. Finally, he 
knows his facts. At a near nonstop clip 
Cooley rattles off court case after court 
case, precedent after precedent, quo- 
tation after quotation, all interspersed 
with words and phrases such as 
“individualism,” “fundamental law,” 
“constitutional law’ and “individual 
initiative.” Cooley is a believer. 
Headquartered more than 2,500 miles 
away from Cooley’s Mesa home, in 
Washington, D.C., is another tax-resis- 
tance group, the National Taxpayers 
Union (NTU). Claiming to have 1,000,- 
000 active members and 65,000 dues- 
paying members nationwide, the NTU 
wants to effect a tax reform through the 
legislative process, rather than coaching 
its members to file Fifth Amendment 
returns. It has been mobilizing to con- 
duct a constitutional convention, which 
will seek an amendment forcing the 
federal government to balance its 
budget annually. At press time 23 state 
legislatures had accepted a call to con- 
vention, and by next year, claims associ- 
ate director Grover Norquist, 11 more 
will have joined—the two-thirds neces- 
sary to propose an amendment to the 
U.S. Constitution. If the convention is 


“Understand, this is only temporary while your 
hospitalization is being checked.” 
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held and the representatives agree on an 
amendment, it would take ratification of 
three-fourths of the states, although 
most Americans don’t wish to wait that 
long. 

Time aside, why does the National 
Taxpayers Union wish to pursue this 
course? “There is waste in both state 
and federal government,” Norquist told 
HUSTLER. “Each state could cut ten 
percent of its budget and run more effi- 
ciently. I could personally cut thirty 
percent of the federal budget without 
loss of services.” 

Strong words. And for many citizens 
that seems to be the order of the day. 
Murray Rothbard, professor of 
economics at New York Polytechnic 
Institute and editor of the Libertarian 
Forum, didn’t pull any punches either. 
In Skeptic magazine he attacked the 
income tax and the IRS—the collector 
for the federal budget. Rothbard wrote: 
“The main evil of the income tax is that 
it provides a method by which the 
government pries into the lives and 
actions of every citizen in the country. 
No one is safe from the legalized spying 
of the Internal Revenue Service.” 

Naturally, the IRS doesn’t like to see 
such allegations in print or even hear 
about them. It would be interesting to 
know if outlaw country singer John 
Austin “Take This Job and Shove It” 
Paycheck will be audited this year. His 
top country single “Me and the IRS” 
attacked Internal Revenue and the 
federal income tax. 

Perhaps even HUSTLER is putting its 
editorial neck on the line by running 
this article. But if that is the case, then 
the IRS should hunt critics in its own 
backyard first. As a case in point, 
HUSTLER offers the following. 

In an interview conducted earlier this 
year a government official was asked by 
national columnists Rowland Evans and 
Robert Novak if he saw a coming tax- 
payers’ revolt in America. He replied, “I 
think that is a dramatic way of putting 
it, but I think that if you mean by that, 
people are getting tired of paying so 
much in federal, state and local taxes, 
the answer is yes.” 

The official wasn’t merely one of the 
federal government’s economic ad- 
visers— many of whom cannot agree on 
how to curb inflation and excessive gov- 
ernment spending or how to halt the 
growth of the federal bureaucracy and 
its insatiable need for greenbacks. He 
was none other than Secretary of the 
Treasury W. Michael Blumenthal. It 
was unusual for Blumenthal to admit in 
the interview that too many tax 
loopholes exist, that Americans have to 
shell out too much in taxes and that he 
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feels ‘‘a great deal of sympathy [for the 
taxpayers].” 

Sympathy notwithstanding, Secretary 
Blumenthal won't be touched. His song 
is the same song that has been heard for 
years, and not until recently has any- 
thing been done about it. What has been 
done, though, comes not from politi- 
cians looking out to preserve their pol- 
ished desks but from the grass-roots ele- 
ment—the workers, laborers and mid- 
dle-income Americans who would like 
some of those desks removed along with 
the bureaucrats sitting behind them. 
What has come about is not some pass- 
ing fad but a revolution of the common 
man, a revolution in the spirit of the 
American colonists who fought against 
“taxation without representation.” 

And this year, called the “Year of the 
Tax Rebellion,” that spirit has been 
rekindled and seems to be spreading 
rapidly. But the big question still 
remains: Can the rebellion succeed? 
Recently, many congressional leaders 
have made sweeping statements about 
Americans raising their voices in angry 
protest about unfair taxation; yet Con- 
gress has managed to lolligag in its 
approach to solving the problem. 

In 1952, for example, House Joint 
Resolution 23— which would have made 
the federal income tax unconstitu- 
tional—was introduced and apparently 
lost in the bureaucratic shuffle. The 
same resolution was reintroduced on 


January 4, 1977, by John Rousselot 


(Republican-California). Further, in 


January of this year a dire forecast was 


introduced into the Congressional Record. 
It stated that Americans can expect to 
pay 50 percent to 60 percent in marginal 
taxes—that is, federal taxes, social 
security taxes and state taxes—within 
the next few years, perhaps as early as 
1982. Ironically, no one dares say what 
will happen to the social, political and 
economic fabric of this country if that 
ominous prediction becomes a reality. 
But millions of Americans—from all 
walks of life and each fighting in his or 
her own way —are joining forces to pre- 
vent this reality. & 
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To obtain additional information about 
Fifth Amendment tax resisters write: We the 
People, c/o Lowell Anderson, P.O. Box 56, 
Mills, Wyoming 82644; Charles Riely, c/o 
Arizona Caucus Club, P.O. Box 60, Mesa, 
Arizona 85201; William Drexler, P.O. Box 
22569, San Diego, California 92122; or 


Marvin Cooley, 525 East Baseline Road, 
Mesa, Arizona 85204. To obtain informa- 
tion about the proposed constitutional conven- 
tion write: National Taxpayers Union, 325 


Pennsylvania Avenue SE, Washington, D.C. 
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with funloving, young and beautiful and uninhibited models! 
CLASSY - LUSCIOUS - DARING! You won't belive your eyes! 
Each film is guaranteed to arouse you! Send your order 
» today! Discrete delivery! All films come in their 
original deluxe collectors boxes! 
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your sexpartner, to give your sexlife a joyfull stimulation! 


PAUL & PETRA INTERNATIONAL 


Please send your order to our office in the USA 


YES, ; ae 
» YOU GOT IT RIGHT! Paul « Petra Ine. 


NOW, PLEASE SIT DOWN WHILE YOU READ THIS SO YOU WON'T FALL BACK- 
WARDS! THIS IS OUR MOST EXCEPTIONAL OFFER EVER!!! WHEN YOU ORDER 1610 ARGYLE AVENUE, SUITE #102 HOLLYWOOD, CALIFORNIA 90028 4 
Please send the items | have checked below. If | am not satisfied | have 


THE BIG OFFER WITH THE TEN FILMS YOU ALSO GET A FILMPROJECTOR FOR 
SUPER 8 MM AND REGULAR 8 WITH ZOOM - WITHOUT PAYING A CENT EXTRA!!! Paul & Petra’s customary ten day return privileges. 


Yes. a truly fantastic offer! “What's the catch?” - you may ask - we 
there's none - guaranteed - absolutely none! T his is the reason for this Bl Five sexfilms, color Super 8 mm for only $ 55 
splendid offer Many sexfilm-lovers do not have a Super 8 mm Bi 
projector or do not own a projector at all! Since almost al P] Ten sexfilms, color Super 8 mm. including 
homemovies today are made in Super 8 mm (and all the fim me all for 
ameras. (00. for that matter) we like to enable those people too, 1 Super 8 mm/Regular 8 mm filmprojector, ai! for only $95 


to enjoy Paul & Petras vast selection of Super 8 mm sexfilms, Do not send payment with order! We will bill you! 


and win even more permanent customers! Therefore we have 
decided to give away Super 8 mm fiimprojectors! And it's a fim 
projector of a known brand too, runs on standard current. and has 
many features such as cooling fan. automatic film loading, zoom 

etc! And best of a dual film size switch so you can show yt if 
1d Regular 8 mm n Olt too! 

Of course, this would not be fair to all our customers that 
already own a Super 8 mm projector. So for this reason, we w:! 
deliver. without charging one cent extra, the film projector 
to everybody that orders our big ten film offer! | you have 
a Super 8 mm filmprojector already you can use the extra 


HR8010 


The above five films in Regular 8 add $ 1 per film for non-standard film size charge § 


Last name ; 
projector as a spare or give it away to a friend! An extra- 


Street 4 
cranny Opportunity for those who do not possess a / 


Cwm 
Super 8 mm projector! Order your ten films and it State 
* 
fa » Zip code Age Signature 
4 2 ay 


the tree projector today 37 e| 4 
4 4 avy 


ont Paul & Petra- films ir 
sales tax wi!l be added to orders from California residents 


he magni! 


onivacy of 


home in a few days'! 


PAUL & PETRA INC 1610 ARGYLE AVENUE. SUITE #102 HOLLYWOOD, CALIFORNIA 90028 


We've broadened the scope of Mail-Order 
Feedback to include the lowdown on 
“straight” merchandise as well as on erotic 
goods. Suckers, as they say, are indeed born 
every minute, and it’s this column’s purpose 
to help you avoid being one. 

Mail-order advertising is deceptively writ- 
ten in many cases—and a consumer may be 
easily misled. Check into what you're buying 
and who from. You don't make your money 
casually, so don’t lose it that way. In the past 
we've attempted to answer all individual 
complaints, but now, due to the phenomenal 
volume of mail we receive every month, we 
can't possibly reply to everyone's letter. 
However, we will continue to investigate all 
complaints and publish those that are the 
most representative of our readership. Write 
HUSTLER Mail-Order Feedback, 2029 
Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los 
Angeles, California 90067. 

Besides us, we suggest you bitch about your 

‘ mai order burns to your local Better Busi- 
ness Bureau or to the chief federal authori- 
ty—the Consumer Advocate Office, U.S. 
Postal Service, Washington, D.C. 20024. 
You might also want to recheck our Ten 
Commandments for making mail-order 
purchases, in our May issue. 


SIZZLING-HOT MAGAZINES: 
COLD AS ICE 


Here is a rip-off I fell for that I thought 
might interest you. Enclosed are the 21 
magazines, apparently ten- to 15-year- 
old junk, that I received from Bargain 
Discounts after answering its brochure 
for this $20 offer. 

In the order was another envelope 
with Cotner Distributors printed on it, so 
they must use several names. Also 
enclosed is my canceled check for $12, 
which I sent to Film Collectors Associa- 
tion last November, for some magazines 
I never received.—C. D., Stevens Point, 
Wisconsin. 


C. D. sent us all 21 magazines he received 
from Bargain Discounts, and we think he 
has a legitimate gripe, particularly since 
we've received complaints lodged against 
several companies (Bargain, Cotner and U.S. 
Dansk) that advertise this “sizzling-hot 
magazine” offer. The magazines, some of 
which dated back to the early '60s, ranged 
from girl-spreads to nudist publications, 
swingers’ bulletins, S@M, B&D and gay- 

spreads. Most of the women were of the 
Eki ; 


canyon-cunt variety, while others were 
airbrushed. 

Tt all boiled down to a wide assortment of 
skin-mag garbage that hardly lived up to the 
brochure’s claims of explicit sex photography 
ranging from “women and their pets” to 
“incredible fucking.”” The order included 
none of the ten hard-core magazines pictured 
in the ad, which also contained some hard- 
core action photos with all points of contact 
and penetration teasingly obstructed. A foot- 
note read: “‘Action photos on this brochure 
have been blocked out for legal reasons. 
However—all magazines you receive are 
guaranteed to be unretouched and un- 
censored.” 

Considering what this brochure offers and 
what the consumer is led to believe he will 
receive, the company is a rip-off. We also 
found several outfits using this same 
brochure—so beware! If you want to take a 
chance on a grab-bag assortment of low- 
grade, raunchy skin magazines, here’s a way 
to spend $20. 

A basic rule to remember with all mail- 
order purchases is that you get what you pay 
for. Be suspicious of any bargain that seems 
too good to be true. In a case like this, $20 
will go a lot farther by purchasing two or 
three quality hard-core publications from a 
reputable dealer rather than ordering “21 
different, hotter-than-ever magazines” (a 
good tip-off of a shady outfit) from a fly-by- 
nighter. 

As for Film Collectors Association, we've 
received more than 50 complaints from irate 
consumers who sent away for films or 
magazines and have yet to receive anything 
but their canceled checks. The company 
(with an Inglewood, California, post-office 
box) was impossible to reach, so all we can 
suggest at this time is that you hold off doing 
business with the firm until it makes a move 
to clear itself. 


NEW SWEDISH 


Krow Enterprises, a firm with a long- 
standing reputation for dependability, 
now has available eight new numbers 
from the Swedish Erotica film series. 
Films #164 to #171 are all hard-core, 
8mm color features clocking in at about 
ten minutes apiece. John Holmes, John- 
ny Keyes and a beautiful batch of sup- 
ple ladies perform as couples or 
threesomes in a wide variety of com- 
binations and positions. 

Typical of the series, these films are 
quickies with plenty of sucking and 
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fucking. Kinkier viewers may want to 
see more in the way of orgies, bondage 
or golden showers. However, if you’d 


like to see three Oriental women getting | 


it on with a dildo, a college coed finish- 
ing her anatomy class on big John 
Holmes or Johnny Keyes, and a friend 
giving a young lady a good stuffing— 
then these are for you. : 


Films #164, #166 and #167 have | 
sound tracks and sell for $35 each, or | 
three for $100. The others can be | 
purchased for $18 a reel. For additional | 


information, write Arow Enterprises, P.O. 
Box 11023, Chicago, Illinois 60611. 


FEEDBACK LETTER 


Approximately four months ago I 
ordered a vibrator from Valentine Prod- 
ucts, Inc. 1 have failed completely during 
this time to get anything from them. As 
a loyal reader of your magazine, I would 
like to ask you to help me. If I can get 
nothing else, then just something in 
writing from them showing my order 
was canceled would be great. Thank you 
for your help—L.B., St. Augustine, 
Florida. 


Dealing in books, films, sex devices, creams 
and garments, Valentine Products is to Club 


magazine what Leasure Time Products is to | 


HUSTLER. Since late last year we've 
received a whole file of complaints against 
this outfit from consumers who've received 
their canceled checks and Master Charge 
bills, but no merchandise. 


We decided to expose Valentine, but upon | 


investigating the many complaints, we found 
that most of the complaining customers had 
finally received their orders; some with an 


added complimentary gift to compensate for | 


the delay. Anxious to stay off our Shifty 
Seller list, Valentine explained that prob- 
lems with both their supplier and shipper 
had caused a delay in many orders— without 
letters of explanation being sent to many of 
their customers. There were also personnel 
problems, causing certain items to be tem- 
porarily out of stock. 

We were assured that the situation is now 
under control and that Valentine is once 
again running smoothly. The company asks 
that any further questions or complaints be 
sent directly to 880 Third Avenue, New 
York, New York 10022 (Attention: D. 
Kepner), and the firm will clear them up 
immediately. If there are further problems, 
let us Know. us 


IN ACTION 


if you're wondering why JOHN HOLMES is the 
most sought after PORNO-STAR, it's because of 
his 14 INCH PENIS! If you'd like a close up look 
at that long, fat column of flesh hanging between 
his legs or watch beautiful young girls go crazy 
trying to stuff the massive head of his thick- 
necked pole into their bodies, look no farther! 
BRAND NEW 56 page (8%2 x 11”) MAGAZINE with 
nearly 100 photos. 17 in FULL COLOR, only $10 
Or if you prefer live action send $14.95 for a 200° 
b w film or FULL COLOR for $24.95. (Specify reg. 
or super 8mm.) Combinations: Color film & maga- 
zine — $30. BW film & magazine — $20, Watch 
BIG JOHN in action, it's AMAZING. BIG JOHN, 
Dept,3537, 6311 Yucca St., Hollywood, Ca. 90028 


Authentic Potent 
Placebo 
TURN HER ON! 


CHOOSE your 
PLEASURE WITH 
OVER 


QOKER 
5000 Tee 


Brand new 
NATIONAL 
HOOKERS’ GUIDE 
lists Hookers’ names, 
addresses, phone numbers, 
descriptions and revealing 
photos. Available for straight, French. 
English, Greek or whatever you desire. 

Rates from $5.00 up. Latest up-to-date 
information. Only complete directory of its kind. 


/ State 
Choose your pleasure today 95 eerie 


ENCOUNTER RESEARCH Box 521-Hu1076 "tee 
Murray Hill Sta.. New York, N.Y. 10016 


~S 


These authentic Placebo aphrodisiacs are selling worldwide for twice as much money. We 
Ee ene ee eet Pid Mears vee 49.9%: Deen nn Se no hexcnoes 


sexual pleasures. Join the roster of 


Order now and get in on a more exciting sensual sex life. 


Spanish Fly Powder with sugar 


Combination of genuine imported spices give a 
very stimulating effect on her private parts. 


tes. AOS tor only 248 
Wild Passion Ginseng 


Since ancient times, Chinese have used Ginseng as 
an aphrodisiac to build virility and sexual 
potency. This is just what you've been looking for. 


20 pills. 5.96 tor only 2 98 
Seducing Powder 


Stimulates her desire, makes her want to want 
you, mix it in Bloody Mary, hot soup or coffee and 
then stand by for the action. 1 oz. 


4.9% tor only 2 48 
Knockout Pills 
Never before available in the American market, 


these “wowie” pills will sure do the job on her. 


She'll never know. 20 pills. 98 
Virility Pits 98 on 2 


A custom blend of exotic imported Oriental 
fragrant roots and spices. Get sexual power 


when you need it. 20 pills. 
" 248 ' 


Prolong Pills “®*'*°"" 


Stay hard longer with our special Prolong Pills 
and be still in there where the action is. Carefully i 
compounded of Special spices from 


the Far East. 20 pills. 49S tor only 24 
Erection Pills L 
Be the Big Man you've always wanted to be. You'll 
keep on balling when the others stop. 20 i 


ills. 
é EBS toronty 298 | 


FDA does not recognize any drug or substance as an effective 


aphrodisiac or sexual stimulant. Sold as novelties only! L 


Hard-On Pills 


Rise up and conquer, this incredible formula is a 
must for men who want increased dimensions and 
firmness. 20 pills. 


Sta-Hard Pills 


Have more fun, prevents premature ejaculation. 
Freene sexual pleasures. She'll love you for it. 20 
pills. 


sexually satisfied couples. 


for only 298 


5.85 tor only 298 


French Ticklers 


Complete with condoms attached. Increase your 
sexual joys and achievements with these safe and 


sensuous ticklers. 

3 ass’t for 2.98 SLB for only 29S 
Super ial any five sex stimulants 
reg, $14.90 value only $10.95 (Save $4.00 ) 


Super Giant Special Al! Ten sex stimulants 
reg. $28.30 value only $20.95 (Save $8.35) 


D10 


2 eee es sees eee 
Phar 2213 Dept. Hi 


maceutical Mig Co. P.0. Bo: 


New York, NY 10016 tl 
Note. PLEASE add 50c per item for Postage & Handling I 
— Spanish Fly w/ sugar $2.48 
B Wild Passion Ginseng 32.98 
_— Seducing Powder $2.48 1 
_— Knockout Pills $2.98 
_— Virility Pills $2.48 q 
_— Prolong Pills $2.48 
_— Erection Pilis $298 Of 
Hard-On Pills $2.98 
— Sta-Hard Pils 5238 & 
_— Super Special any five $10.95 i 
__ Super Giant Special all 10 $20.95 i 
Signature 
lam over 18 yrs. of age i 
Name ~< = it 
Address i 
| 
City — Lp q 
=e ee ee ee eee 


Adult films 
‘hard to get? 
Why 

get the bird 
when there's 


Krow? 


Krow ENTERPRISES « PO Box 11023 * Chicago. IL 60611 


8mm and super 8mm color films 
from $8.00. We've come a long 
way since the phony nose and 
glasses. “Lasse Brauns,"’ “‘Pretty 
Girls,”’ “Swedish Erotica’ (John 
Holmes). ‘‘Collection’’ and many 
others. All films guaranteed 
to be top quality. 


Video Cassettes also available. 


| Write for Details H-7 


Krow ENTERPRISES 


| 
P.O. Box 11023 | 
| 
| 


Chicago, Illinois 60611 


lam 21 years of age or older 


No.1 BEST SEXUAL SELLER! 


RRAND NEW 
GIANT EDITION! 


the Complete 
PHOTOGRAPHIC GUIDE 
to SEXUAL INTERCOURSE 


mn 22OO 
SENSATIONAL 
=\- ._ EXPLICIT PICTURES 


a ry NOW ONLY $ 3-95 


SEE and LEARN the Ultimate in SEXUAL PLEASURES 


Regain the thrills of sexual intercourse achieve 
greater heights of sexual enjoyment and eliminate 
bedroom boredom forever! You'll find all the an- 
swers in words and pictures for a more fulfilling 
and satisfying sexual relationship in the new en- 
larged “COMPLETE PHOTOGRAPHIC GUIDE TO SEX- 
UAL INTERCOURSE”. In addition to the straight- 
forward and honest text you'll see over 2200 ex- 
plicit pictures — sensual young couples photographed 
in actual positions of sexual intercourse 

Originally made to sell for $12.95, this new and 
outstanding achievement is now available through 
the mail(save $9.00 if you order now)! only $3.95 


INOTE ad¢ SS¢ tor postage & hanchng’ 
Giant money-saving & sex-education and mar- 
ital aids catalog sent FREE with each order. 


You must state you are over 21 to receive this merchandise 


PHOENIX DIST. 
Murray Hill Sta., New York ,N.Y. 10016 - 


BEST BY MAIL 


Rates: Write National, Box 5, Sarasota, Fl. 33578 


pa 
*BE A RENT-A-Date girl! Anonymously-Everywhere! 
Earn! Call (refundable) *Hotline: (212) 461-2421, (212) 
359-6273, (212) 461-6091 Now! 


KKK—CONFEDERATE paraphernalia, literature $1.00. 
Americana-10, Box 10672, Jefferson, La. 7018) 


MOTOR treatment extends engine life. Guaranteed. 
Box 1271, Platina, Ca. 96076 


PERSONAL - MISCELLANEOUS 


*RENT A Date! Everywhere America! Your lovestyie! 
eee *Hotline (212) 461-2421, (212) 359-6273, (212) 
46 


PROSTITUTES Directory! Details $1. Directory (92988), 
Box 426, Dayton, Oh. 4540) “ 

80 FEELTHY pages $2.00. “Swingers Bulletin’, 111 E. 
Alder, Brea, Ca. 92621 


SWINGERS SWINGERS SWINGERS 
Sophisticated couples and singles over 21 interested In 
exciting parties, meetings and correspondence with 
other discreet, fun-loving types. Send for free color 
brochure. Select, Box 889, Dept. Hé, Camden, N.J. 08101 


SELL sex products by mail order! Meet models, make 
money! Career Kits, $1.00 (refundable). GMA, 2005H 
Carter, Reno, Nv. 89502 


ARE YOU lonely? Photographs, descriptions, men, 
women. $1.00 postpaid. Ladysmith, Box 5686H, Light- 
house Point, Fila. 33064 


GIRL sex slaves! Book describes teenagers, coeds bought, 
sold! $4.00. Associates, Box 5444, Columbia, S.C. 29250 


JAPANESE Girls make wonderful wives. We have 
large number of listings. Many interested in marriage. 
Only $1.00 brings application, photos, names, descrip- 
tions, etc. Japan International, Box 156-HU, Carnelian 
Bay, Ca. 95711 


PORNO Pads: Four funny, sexy notepads, each 50 sheets 
5¥ex8V2"’. Lifelike sketches. Sensational gift. Satisfac- 
tion guaranteed. $4.50, tax, postage included. Schenkel 
Enterprises, 1423 Avenida Entrada, San Dimas, Ca. 91773 


UNCENSORED developing. Kodacolor developed 12Ex. 
$3.90, 24Ex. $6.90. Slides 20Ex. $2.50, 36Ex. $3.50, 8mm 
movies $3.00. Spectra, Box 4958H, Syracuse, N.Y. 13221 
SWEDISH girls traveling country! Intimate photos, de- 
tails - $1.00. Ingrid, Box 7425-H, Chicago, 60680, USA 
SLIDES, movies, tapes, photos. Catalogue, sample $1. 
HSP, Box 2187, Bramalea, Ontario, Canada 

MEET local, hometown swingers! $3.00. Box 7331-H, 
Tacoma, Wa. 98407 

CONDOMS. 36, $5. Top quality. GMS, Box 411X, Shel- 
byville, Tx. 75973 

LONELY? Horny? Write me! Tracy, Box 405-H, Wil- 
mette, II. 60091 

PLAY doctor. Prescriptions from reknown sex clinic. 
$3/20, $5/40. Scrips-Hu, Box 11511, Tampa, Fi. 33610 
DISCREET, personal introductions. Sensual, sophisti- 
cated swingers. Couples-Singles. Inquire: Plamates, 
Box 3355, York, Pa. 17402. 1-717-848-1408. 


BETTY’S Sex Tapes. Brochure 25¢. P.O, 2269-H, Santa 
Clara, Ca. 95051 


GALS swinsine: Group accepts men! Box 666-H, Laurel, 


ADULT video cassettes, films, books, novelties. tllu- 
strated brochure. Send $1.00, (redeemable). Daves 
Books, 632 S. Main, L.A., 90014 


NUDIST Camps. 237 names, addresses. U.S., Canadian. 
Trial visits. Free clothes. Cameras optional. Send $2.00, 
SASE. Sunfun, Box 5951, Cleveland, Oh. 44101 _ 

XXX ADULT films. Sample $1.00, ACT, Box 153, Mas- 
peth, N.Y. 11378 

BEAUTIFUL Mexican-Oriental girls needing American 
boy-friends. Free details, “‘actual’’ photos. World, Box 
3876-HUST, San Diego, Ca. 92103 


this is the greatest 


LEG-SPREADER 


Spurious aphrodisiac 


& Pit better than 
? PANISH FLY! 

'/ WANT HER TO TURN ON? 
Now you can get any woman tore 
spond to your sexual desires. A lit- 
tle pinch of NYMPHOS and your 
partner will crave and need you to 
satisfy her NYMPHOS can work 
80 fast you may have to take some 
yourself Safe Easy to use and 
lasts for hours 


and placebo 


STUD CAPS for men 


Here's a NEW product to help you 
maintain erection and control 
ejaculation. Make every inch count 
with a little help from STUD CAPS 
No prescription needed Safe and 
long lasting 

1 NYMPHOS $5 

O STUD CAPS $5 

O BOTH $9 


send to: HELPERS Dept. 3537 
6311 Yucca St., Hollywood, Calif. 30028 


like having 


PUSSY in 
a bottle! 


PUT HER IN 
YOUR MOOD 


Ww ¢ 


4 


with a potent placebo called 


wf 
PASSION PLUS 


They'll make her want you! Just a little help from 
PASSION PLUS and she'll be HOT TO TROT to your 
tune no matter what you want to play. Put one of 
these in her food or drink, then just watch the fast 
results! Stimulates her desire and makes her crave 
you. Completely safe. Works fast and lasts for hours. 


and be ready for the action with 
PETER POWER spurious 
Be the big man you always wanted to be! Control 
your ejaculation. Stay harder and last longer. Fast- 
acting PETER POWER will give you the performance 
and sex power you're looking for. Be longer 
stronger, she'll love every inch of you! 


O PASSION PLUS $4 — PETER POWER $4 
O Both $7 


BOOSTER PRODUCTS Dept. 3537 
6255 Sunset Bivd.. Suite 609, Hollywood, CA 90028 


Meet Horny Young 


Women 
in Your Area! 


3 huge volumes, listing 1000's of 
swinging women anxious for all types 
of sex. Whatever your sexual desires, 
you choose from a world of available 
horny girls. 

ADULTS ONLY 


P\MFRE 


erse Industries, Inc. 7651 Haskell Ave. Dept. .cy 


DON’T BE CAUGHT SHORT 


Ato Your PENIS! 


Join the thousands of satisfied customers who use the “PERFECT 
EXTENSION” and found these advantages: WEARING COMFORT: A smooth 
semi-rigid inner sleeve! HEAVY DUTY HARNESS: Won't slip while in use! 
ENTRY COMFORT: A soft, spongy feel-of-flesh outer “skin” that actually 
yields and conforms to the natural shape of the vagina! 


ZO=-WZms xm 


THREE SIZES: Inside Dia. & Lth Outside Dia. & Lth 
14415" 14x?" 
1x6" 2x8" 

1417" 2x9” 

The closest reproduction of the real thing yet devised by man 

Thousands sold at $24.95. Available now for only $14.95. 
THERAPEUTIC PRODUCTS 


Dept. 3537 6311 Yucca St. Hollywood, Ca. 90021 


ATLANTA PHILA 


Recently divorced Men wanted: 

Ms. new to area, single or married, 
desires fun with any age. Send 
swinging men. photo & phone no. 


EXPLICIT $995 
SEX CATALOG 


Van Nuys, Calif. 91406 


YOU CAN 
DO IT WITH... 


4 powerful placebo called 


PERSUADERS 


A pinch in her food or drink and 

get ready for instant love-making 
She'll be turned on for hours of wild 
passion and lots of lovin 

Works so fast you should take 
some yourself 

No prescription 

Extra strong and safe to use 


STAY HARD and 
CONTROL YOURSELF 
with PETER PILLS. 


Make male organ rock hard 
and help contro! ejaculation. 
This placebo can help restore vigor, 
potency and performance 
Be BIG where it counts 
[) PERSUADERS $5 
() PETER PILLS $5 
BOTH $9 


DEPENDABLE Products Dept. 3537 
6311 Yucca St. Hollywood, Ca. 90028 


Pacific Island Girls 
want men... 


to correspond with. Exotic. wholesome girls 
seek friends. romance. marriage. For information 
and pictures of actual girls waiting for 
you NOW. SEND $2 TODAY. 
CONTINENTAL PACIFIC 
PO Box 3546 — Dept. HM2 
Thousand Oaks. CA 91359 


“Sophisticated couples and singles over 
21 who are interested in exciting parties, 
meetings and correspondence with other 
discreet fun-loving types. Send for free 
brochure. Call or write today. Select Box 
11, Dept. H5, Camden, N.J. 08101 
[609}665-2600.” 
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REMEDIES 
ow CHINA 


ORIENTAL PHARMACALS 

THAT REALLY WORK! 
Sexual difficulties such as: FAILURE TO RAISE AN ERECTION 

UNRESPONSIVE OR COLD WOMEN ... LACK OF SEXUAL 

ENERGY _.. CUMMING TOO FAST and LACK OF STAYING 
POWER are not considered problems at all by the Chinese! THE 
CHINESE HAVE PILLS AND REMEDIES FORMULATED AND AT 
HAND TO OVERCOME THESE DIFFICULTIES THE MOMENT 
THEY OCCUR, as easily as we take aspirin for a headache! Only 
now have these Chinese SEX POTIONS and REMEDIES been 
analyzed and exactly duplicated! 


piacedo LING SU 


Chinese Penis Lengthening Creme: Makes the smallest penis “loosen 
up" —hang down long and thick and gradually become much larger 
when erect. Certainly an Oriental secret Western man has been 
waiting for! 

© 30 days supply $6 C1) 90 days supply $12 


ersatz MUITO DATGOW . 
Chinese “Spanish Fly" Capsules: We could think of no better trans- 
lation to describe the effect of these capsules than “Spanish Fly.” 
They create an uncontrollable desire for immediate sexual grat: 
ification in both men and women. Moments after taking, the 
sexual organs are excited to fever pitch. Safer by far than actual 
Spanish Fly, yet just as effective. May be mixed easily into food 
of drink 
© 30 days supply $6 (190 days supply $12 
placeto WEN FAT DAK 

Chinese Erection Capsules: The solution for men who want the largest 
erection possible and the ability to maintain it—even after one or 
more climaxes. Lets you enjoy non-stop love- making like a real 
Stud, amaze any woman with your incredible wirslity 

© 30 days supply $6 £190 days supply $12 

SPECIAL BIG SAVINGS OFFER! 
Mix or Match 

Dany three 30 day O any three 90 day 

supply only $10 (save$8) | supply only $20 (save $16) 


ASIAIMPORTS Dept. 3537 
7471 Melrose Ave., Los Angeles, Ca. 90046 


GIGANTIC = RED HOT! 


ms ‘an | pans a ‘a 
MORE FLESHY, UNCENSORED 
THAN PICTURES 
Now see it all — every conceivable sex act 
right before your eyes — see dozens of voluptuous girls 
and handsome virlle mén — each one outdoing the 
other in an incredible orgy of sex acts. 

See it now In over 2000 exciting Porno $ 9 
Pictures. Order today while supply lasts. ad Riding 
FREE: World's largest photo-illustrated sex products 
Catalog—books, films, novelties—with each order. 

You must be 21 or over. State your age 


RIVERSIDE , Box 543 - Hu1078 


Murray Hill Station, New York, N.Y. 10016. 


ADVERTISE 
YOUR PRODUCTS 


FOR RATES CALL 
(213) 556-9200 


FAST ACTING NEW FORMULA! 


SPANISH 
“PLY ‘Sos 


xo 
\e g 
A} FOR INCREASING SEXUAL DESIRE! 


———_—_Not only will this placebo turn-em-on 
\ =) | the imported Ginseng can help solve all energy 
CT — |. problems. Disolves in food or drink and the 
IN t ? results are fast and lasts for hours. So 
we use it yourself or give it to a friend and then be 
prepared for lots-a-lovin. You'll be back for more!! 


to keep up with the action you'll need... 


ENERGIZERS 


Don't ejaculate betore the tun begins Become A Sexual Super- 
man and satisfy her always. ENERGIZERS. a specially tormu- 
lated placebo adds to your performance, staying power, and 
sexual potency Be the lucky ‘stiff’ in her life. Long lasting 
and sale 
Special low introductory prices!! 
| SPANISH FLY $4 [) ENERGIZERS $4 BOTH $7 


GIN-SING Products Dept. 3537 
6311 Yucca © Hollywood, Calif. 90028 


as 
cece GIANT 


Cea eo) “ceeEeeeecel® 
Proc” SEX SAMPLER 
GRAB BAG 


ont’ 187 BRINGS $]5worTHOF 
*ke °° CLASS SEX gpropucTs: 


COLOR FILM- COLOR PHOTOS 
_ Books - Sex Comix 
RUBBER GoDDS-stx MANUAL 


2 $3 ADULT ERovICcA CATALOGS 
wy FR E WITH 1009's of HOT OFFERS 


WAREHOUSE LIQUIDATORS 
Box 7495°CY Van Nuys, Ca. 91409 


ee ee ee ee 
MAILTO: | 
MICHAEL SALEM | 
ENTERPRISES, INC. 

PO Box 1781, Dept. H-108 | 
FDR Station fl 
New York, N.Y. 10022 u 
Check Catalog(s) Desired 

CO Exotica Boutique Catalog Subscription ($3.00) | 

(deductible trom first order) 

Sexual Aids Catalog ($3.00) i 

Catalog of Restraints ($9.00) 

TV and Rubber Clothing Catalog ($9.00) | 
lenciose $ inO cash O check O mo L 
(NY Residents please add tax) U.S. Funds Only 
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Name 


Adcress 


City es Zip 


FRANCHISE DEALERSHIPS AVAILABLE 
write for details 


ALL MAIL SENT DISCREETLY IN PLAIN WRAPPER 


A CASE OF WHAT? 


= 


A CONTAGIOUS GAG GIFT 
FOR ALL OCCASSIONS 


You've heard about the Pet Rock, Pet 
Cock, Legal Pot and others...but now 
here's something you can really spread 
around. 

Better given than received, this attract- 
ive miniature beer case measures 
6"' x 9” x 5%"’ and comes with a 
surprise contents. 

You can make spreading a ‘‘Case of 
Clap"’ atruly enjoyable experience. No 
social contact necessary. 

For friends or enemies, what better 
way to express your feelings! 


| (-) $3.95 each [_]3 for $10.00 | 
| Name | 
| Address 
| City | 
| State Zip | 
| Dealer inquiries Invited * Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery | 
| Send cash, check or money order to: | 
| | 
| | 


918 Ridge S 
IKEA tiie 00 | 


EXOTIC AND SENSUAL CATALOGS 


We offer some of the most unique and exotic catalogs in print today. 1000’s of sensual and bizarre items from 
all over the world are available. It’s been said there are different strokes for different folks, and what ever yours 
is you will find it here. lf you are interested in the exotic, erotic, sexy, or bizarre item but did not know who 


to ask you need look no further than the pages of these catalogs. 


THE SATIN FACTORY 


STAYS & GLOVES 


Sravy 
GLOYEs 


ie 
/ 


RSTICRERS 
BLOOMERS 
CORSETS 
a OCES 
GAMTERS 
RANTES 


DRESSES 
SKIRTS 

CINCTIERS 
HINGERU 
AND MORE 


ae? 


SATIN FACTORY 
Jammed full of soft, silky, satin clothing; corsets, 
catsults, bloomers, knickers, cinchers and gloves. 
All in color. $2.00 


STAYS AND GLOVES 

This is itt If you're into corsetry, this catalog Is full of 
100’s of corsets and waistpipes and gloves; all are 
heavily boned and come in either satin or leather. 


APHRODISIA seit 
A complete catalog of every sexual device man has 
Invented displayed In this catalog. A treasure for the 
uninhibited. $3.50 


NEW SENSUAL CATALOG 
The most tasteful and exquisitely done catalog ever 
published on sexual devices and marital aids never 
before seen in the United States; imported from 
England, Denmark and Germany. 


LEASURE TIME PRODUCTS @ P.O. Box 16508 ® Columbus, Ohio 43216 HU1078H 


Please Print Please send me the following catalogs: 
_ __. ____ SATIN FACTORY (#3053) @ $2 
Name —___. STAYS & GLOVES (#3054) @ $5 
— —— _APHRODISIA (#3055) @ $3.50 
Address 
City, State. Zip ____ BONDAGE ANNUAL (#3050) @ $5 


—____ TRAINERS & GAGS (#3056) @ $5 
___— DISCIPLINE HELMETS (#3057) @ $5 
—__— PATENT CLOTHING (#3052) @ $2 
—_— Set(s) of all 8 (#3058) @ $24.95 


Enclosed is my Cj check © money order (cash not 
accepted). of charge to my 0 VISACG MC 


interbank No. Exp. Date 


mo. year 


for 


Subtotal $ 
Ohio residents, add 4% sales tax 
Postage. handling and insurance 
Add 50¢ per catalog. $1.50 for all 8 
TOTAL $ 


Signature Date 


Phone Number (Include area code.) 
| am of legal age and | understand that if my merchandise is delective due to cralismanship and returned within 10 days it will be re- 
placed tree of charge. otherwise, all sales are final All orders are discreetly packaged and promptly delivered (Foreign orders. Use 
International Money Order or Certitied Check in U.S. dollars. add $5.00) Prices guaranteed for 60 days only 
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| 
| 

___— NEW SENSUAL CATALOG (#3051) @ $3 | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


HUNOREOS OF STIMULATING SEX ITEMS, PHOTOS, 
& APHROODISIACS TO AROUSE YOU AND YouR 
MATE EVERY CONCEIVABLE SEX ACT. 


BONDAGE ANNUAL 
About to become a collectors item, this giant 72 
page catalog is a must if you're Into bondage with 
100’s of bizarre trainers and gags. $5.00 


TRAINERS AND GAGS 

If you're into bondage, this catalog is a must. This 
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PARISIAN NIGHTS 


(continued from page 88) 


standard whore’s English: “Hallo, Joe. 
You like fucky-fucky? Feefty francs. 
No? You fuck off.” 

At my look of astonishment she burst 
into hoarse laughter. 

“You see, I speak English,” she said 
in French. Melo, who understood 
whore’s English, smiled amiably. 

“Odile,” he said, “is a lot of fun. You 
will like each other.” 

“Hey, guys, how about going down 
for a few beers?” said Odile. “We've got 
lots of time; the night is young, eh?” She 
winked at me. “Business later, no? Ooo- 
la-la!” 

I] couldn't believe it. Was this a setup? 
Would | have to pay later? For what? 
She didn’t give me a chance to figure it 
out. With swift, nervous energy she took 


over. 

‘Allez, allez!” she cried hoarsely. 
“Let’s go, Joe! Come on!” 

We went to the Bar St. Michel and 
ordered three Danish beers, Odile chat- 
tering incessantly with dizzy Parisian 
rapidity. She pounced on each subject 
and soon left it with the agility of a 
bored cat. 

It was a hot August night. We sat on 
the crowded terrace of the Boulevard St. 
Michel under the trees, watching the 


or 


She’ll enjoy wel thn er sti m 


crowds pass on the street: long-haired 
boys with guitars slung over their backs 
and very trim young Frenchwomen, 
smartly made up like mimes. They real- 
ly knew how to use makeup as an art 
form. A tall, thin, blond boy wearing a 
gold star of David with Hebrew letters, 
suspended from a chain around his 
neck, played the banjo badly on the 
street in front of us, massacring old folk 
songs from Dixie. Odile tossed him five 
francs, which he accepted with no 
change of expression. She was very free 
with money. She took each round of 
drinks. Melo and I made gestures, but 
she pushed our hands aside. 

“Ah, cut the shit, boys. The party’s on 
Odile, compris?” 

She laughed and talked in a loud, 
raucous voice. 

“Well, look at all those pretty boys,” 
she sneered contemptuously, nodding in 
the direction of the guitar-slung 
longhairs. “All pederasts! Not one good 
fuck in the whole generation!” She 
downed a beer. “Me, I don’t like pretty 
boys. Fags, the whole lot of ’em! Too 
skinny. Too delicate. Me, I like men. 
Like Melo. Built. Out of the ordinary. 
Know what I mean, Joe?” 

She gave me a shove with her elbow 
and cackled. She looked around to see if 
anyone was watching. Then, with a 
broad wink, she held her forefingers 
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about 12 inches 
Melo’s direction. 

“Him,” she said in English. “Very 
beeg boy, on’erstan’?” 

She burst into gales of laughter. 

“Odile is very entertaining,” said 
Melo in his mild, unflappable manner. 

“She sure is,” I agreed. 

“No, no, I mean it, goddamnit!” 
Slightly drunk, she was getting more 
boisterous. “Melo knows I mean it, 
don’t you, you big black hunk of sensa- 
tional man! I'm crazy about him. Nuts. 
He is special. Made to order.” 

Melo showed gold teeth in a dazzling 
smile. 

“She is a good sport,” he beamed. 

They seemed to have a lot of affection 
for each other. 

“Ah, listen, you two,” she said, rising. 
“Tm going to take a piss.” 

“How do you like her?” asked Melo 
when she had left. “She's very nice, 
no?” 

“Yes, she’s certainly lively,” I said. “I 
really like her.” Melo seemed pleased at 
my approval. “She seems very attached 
to you,” I added. 

Melo sighed and nodded somewhat 
wistfully. “Oui, that’s right, man,” he 
said. 

He went into one of his thoughtful 
pauses, leaving me to speculate on their 
relationship. I was hoping she would not 
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return before I found out more about 
this. 

“Melo,” I prompted. 

“Ah, yes, yes. She loves me. You 
know how we met? Two years ago. At 
the pool. I’m looking for tourists, you 
know? I see this blond, well-made, 
petite. It’s Odile. We swim around 
together. Suddenly she gropes me 
underwater. When we go to her place we 
find out we are both hustling. We laugh. 
Then we get down to—professional 
tricks. My god, the things she can do! 
Like nobody else. We have been friends 
ever since.” 

“So you were—lovers?” I hesitated 
before using the word. 

“Oh, certainly. She has plenty of 
money. She runs a bar—for Arabs and 
roughnecks. She is good to them. They 
would kill for her if she needed any- 
thing. Her husband was her pimp at 
first, but she divorced him a few years 
ago. She wants to marry me—not for 
protection; she don’t need it. But, you 
know—” He shrugged. “I guess I still 
want to play the field. To be free.” 

Odile appeared, and Melo grew 
silent. 

‘‘Mecs,” she announced drunkenly, 
“drink up! I’m bored. Let’s go! The 
fuckin’ night—is—young....” 

She had a few more at the bar and 
staggered as we left and returned to the 
hotel. It was midnight, just the shank of 
a Parisian evening. 

When we got to his room Melo asked 
me if | had some “stuff.” I went to get it. 
When I returned he opened the door, 
naked. 

“Come in, man,” he said softly. 

Odile was sitting on the bed, wearing 
only her earrings and bracelets. 

“Ah, my leetle Americain, seet down, 
baby! Come seet next to mama!” she 
crooned. “Take off your damn clothes!” 
she ordered in French. “It’s hot in 
here!” 

I] passed around the joint, and while 
they were taking hits I began to strip 
down. I stood close to Odile. Lowering 
my shorts, I got a hard-on. 

“Mmm, very interesting,” said Odile 
with professional appraisal, my erection 
not more than nine inches from her face. 
And that, my friends, is also the size of 
my weenie. 

Melo lit a candle and switched off the 
glaring overhead light. In the candle- 
light I saw his monstrous prong, like a 
giant black snake, slowly begin to stiffen 
and rise. 

It was easily 12 inches! He, too, stood 
in front of her, beside me. Cupping his 
balls‘with one hand, she reached along 
his rippled belly with the other and 
pinched his bronze nipples. 


“T fuck you in the mouth,” he mur- 
mured huskily. 

The immense tool penetrated her 
throat. Odile looked like a sword- 
swallower. God, was I hallucinating 
again? Melo’s sweaty, dusky body 
glistened magnificently in the fluttering 
candlelight as his buttocks undulated in 
sinuous sculptural animation, in slow 
jazz rhythms. With voyeuristic excite- 
ment I began to jack off in time to the 
jazz beat of Melo’s powerful baton. 
With my free hand I reached under him 
to finger Odile. Then I crouched be- 
tween Melo’s muscular thighs and fixed 
my mouth to her pussy. Melo’s balls 
banged overhead like the bells of Notre 
Dame. When he came she thrust 
upwards and climaxed as I spattered 
their legs and the bedsheet with my 
cum. 

We sat cooling off, and after a while 
Odile said with feeling, “Only Melo 
makes me come!” 

They both looked genuinely pleased. 
They seemed to share an innocent 
animal pleasure in sex found only 
among children or among those who 
have experienced much and have no 
illusions. But what was I doing there? 
Certainly not to supply dope. With her 
contacts and money this was no 
problem. Why did Melo want me to 
share this partouze? It soon dawned on 
me that this was his way of repaying me 
for our friendship, a way of feeling closer 
to each other, as men. This was borne 
out by the rest of the morning. He took 
great pleasure in the various combina- 
tions of our threesome, as did I. I was 
touched and flattered by his tenderness, 
a mark of true friendship. 

After Odile departed that day for her 
country home, Melo and I continued 
having partouzes with pickups. We 
became inseparable buddies. But al- 
though we enjoyed these adventures 
enormously, none of them ever had 
quite the same intense quality as the one 
we'd had with Odile. 

Ira had just arrived in Paris. He was 
telling me about his spiritual and sexual 
adventures in India, where he had just 
spent a year on a Fulbright scholarship 
studying Sanskrit and Yoga. He was a 
tall, nice-looking Jewish boy from the 
Bronx, about 22, with sandy blond hair 
and blue eyes. He was describing the 
Kumbha Mela, the most important 
religious festivity in India, which occurs 
every 12 years: 

“Ll saw the sacred confluence of two 
rivers, the Ganges or Ganga and the 
Jumna or Yamuna (in Sanskrit), with a 
third imaginary or invisible under- 
ground river called the Sarasvati. On 
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the sandy banks where the rivers meet 
are hundreds of tenis and millions of 
people. Sometimes there are stampedes 
on the auspicious day, and many die try- 
ing to reach the sacred mixing place of 
the two (or three) rivers. The Ganges is 
muddy and full of silt; the Jumna is per- 
fectly clear; the Sarasvati is invisible. 

“Some come naked on elephants, 
carrying tridents—or they may be wear- 
ing leopard skins—these are called 
nagas, followers of Siva. They are tradi- 
tionally the guards of the sannyasi her- 
mitages. The Nath yogis have pierced 
ears with wooden earrings. | saw one 
huge 300-pound yogi, stark naked, with 
the most enormous wang, wearing a lock 
and chain on his balls. The chains were 
incredibly large and heavy. This was to 
discourage anybody from groping him! 
He had long hair smeared with ash and 
wound around his head—like old- 
fashioned pottery. 

“He was walking toward the river, 
and coming toward him was a whole 
group of Indian nuns in white, heavy- 
linen saris—they never looked at him; 
they walked with downcast eyes. 
They're tough, those bitches! I know 
because I finally stayed with ‘em, the 
nuns. They’re really pure; they’ve got 
higher things on their minds. They’re 
not gonna waste it on some shmuck, ya 
dig? 

“There’s incense all over on the big 
day —loudspeakers, policemen on horse- 
back to tell people where to walk so they 
don’t trample one another. Each year 
thousands used to get killed in this way. 
The whole thing is like a fair, a 
circus. 

“When I was in the river participat- 
ing in the ritual with my guru I saw a 
corpse float by. I didn’t know what it 
was, Only that something very white, 
which looked like wood, was drifting on 
the surface. | asked my guru what it 
could be, and he said, ‘It’s a corpse; 
what do you think it is?’” 

“The Hindus are too poor to burn 
dead bodies completely—that costs 
money. So they burn them a little, just 
enough to fry the skin, and throw ’em 
into the river. The body came down- 
stream. It must have floated all the way 
down from Benares, where they have all 
the cremation grounds. At that moment 
I thought of the four great sorrows: 
birth, disease, old age and death. My 
master was swallowing palmfuls of the 
water and, man, when | saw this I sort of 
wanted to avoid ¢éhat part of the 
ceremony. But he gave mea look, almost 
as if he knew what was in my mind, and 
held out his cupped palms for me to 
drink, and I drank three times. All the 
diseases of the world were being dunked 
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in that water, and there I was, standing 
naked and drinking. 

“Well, nothing happened to me. The 
guru was at my side. I had the shits for a 
few days afterwards, nothing worse. 

“T stayed at the ashram six months. I 
was really serious. 1 mean, I was a very 
good boy. Had no thoughts other than 
those required for training myself in 
strict Yoga. I wore a beard, untrimmed, 
that went down to my navel. It had a 
fork in it, because of the cleft in my chin. 
And I wore a kopin, that’s a loincloth, 
and nothing else. Six months without 
screwing or touching myself. Have you 
ever done that? Ya know, it’s true—if 
you observe all the rules like that long 
enough, you get incredible power; your 
sexual force rises up through the spine, 
through the seven chakras (the nervous 
centers). Things start happening in your 
head. The third eye begins to flutter and 
one day it may open, if only for a split 
second—but that’s all you need. Once 
that happens, you know everything. The 
veils fall, and you really see! You can 
prophesy, control your heart and blood 
circulation, walk on hot coals, sleep on 
nails, tame tigers, levitate, go without 
sleep, anything. That’s when you become 
a magician, able'to work so-called mira- 
cles. Jarna, vyadh, budha-pan, maut— 
birth, disease, old age, death—they’re 
all conquered, so to speak. Transcended 
while you’re still alive. You know the 
sorrows for what they are— maya, or illu- 
sion, a lower order of matter and nature, 
perpetuated by conditioning. 

“Of course, there are black magicians 
too. The Nath yogis. Man, they’re really 
evil! Those are the guys who can turn 
themselves into any form they want, to 
eat whatever they want when they’re 
hungry. If there’s garbage and all kinds 
of shit on the ground, they turn them- 
selves into pigs and root around gob- 
bling it up. If there’s raw meat they 
become tigers and tear the burning meat 
from the burial grounds. Everybody 
fears these bastards and runs like hell 
when they see them coming. 

“When I Jeft the ashram I stayed in 
Bihar, at the house of a retired 
postmaster general called Chatterji. He 
was an old man, with many titles, who 
had been a cocksman and lived now 
with only a servant. He wore a pith 
helmet and spent his time translating a 
commentary of my guru on the Yoga 
sutras. | had a room for myself where | 
sat and practiced, mostly at controlling 
the senses. 

“There was a girl from across the 
street, called Mamata, a very pretty 
chick with large brown eyes and silky 
black hair, who used to come over and 
help with the housework. The first night 


she came I was sitting there—1 didn’t 
look at her eyes—and she touched our 
feet in salutation, calling the old man 
Tata. I excused myself and went back to 
my room. 

“The next night (she had planned it) 
1 heard her in the room. She had a 
Bengali lisp. When I walked in she was 
standing there, and our eyes met. She 
didn’t lower her eyes. This time I 
stayed. But when Chatterji went to bed 
I excused myself again. As I was leaving 
she made a movement towards a chair, 
and our hands met. We stood there like 
that, touching and squeezing each 
other’s hands. Six months of dominating 
the flesh went down the drain as my 
penis, which suddenly appeared to have 
a life of its own, no longer a recognizable 
part of me, stood up like a steel ramrod, 
shot off in my loincloth, soaking it 
entirely, and still refused to go down. In 
fact, it seemed harder than ever. She 
didn’t fail to notice. 

“‘] slipped both arms around her waist 
and pulled her to me, pressing hard 
against her. Her odor intoxicated my 
senses, which had for so long gone with- 
out the animal smell of hair and skin. I 
was surprised when she responded with- 
out the slightest resistance, which is 
unusual for Indian girls, as far as | 
know, and hungrily returned my kisses. 
She pulled my head down to her mouth, 
her pupils wide and staring, and made a 
gentle hissing sound. She had placed 
one foot on mine, and the next thing I 
knew she wound the other around my 
thigh, both arms clasping my neck, as if 
to climb me like a tree. I had all I could 
do to keep from coming a second time. 

“T reached down and grabbed her by 
the ass. She bolted as if she had received 
an electric shock. In a second I was 
carrying her like a baby monkey into my 
room, her legs around my hips as I held 
her up by the ass. Our mouths were 
glued together into one mouth. She dug 
her nails into the back of my neck like a 
cat. Both my thumbs were pressed 
against her yoni, which I was rubbing so 
hard that I pushed her underdrawers 
into the dripping wetness. 

“We tumbled onto the bed, still 
locked together. I was tearing at her 
clothes and had slipped off her drawers 
and my kopin and then we were stark 
naked. In the candlelight I could see her 
full, round breasts with black nipples. I 
spread her thighs wide open until her 
knees were against her chest. Her cunt 
was enormous—an elephant woman! 
Her glazed eyes were staring hungrily at 
my prick, which had never been stiffer 
and more swollen in my life—eight fat 
inches with a giant bullet head. The 

(continued on page 121) 
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PARISIAN NIGHTS 


(continued from page 116) 


horse/lingam and the elephant/yoni 
about to join in equal union—just like 
the Kama Sutra! | couldn’t wait. I shut 
my eyes and rammed the head of my 
lingam between the hot, juicy lips of her 
dark yoni with a swift thrust, feeling her 
whole body shudder as I entered. I con- 
tinued forcefully, hitting bottom and 
staying there. We both emitted a sighing 
groan of pure ecstasy. 

“T allowed my cock to rest in her for 
several minutes while I fucked her 
mouth with my tongue, which was as 
rigid as my cock. Her burning lips 
clasped and sucked all the while. The 
muscles of her cunt clamped my cock so 
hard I felt as if 1 would never free it 
again. When these muscles began to 
contract and expand I lost my senses 
completely. With a mad moan I felt my 
brain draining out through my cock as | 
shot into the deepest recesses of her 
womb, as if I were trying to squeeze 
some terminal meaning from my balls. 

“Now it may sound incredible, but 
my cock remained as hard as ever! It 
simply refused to slacken and grow soft. 
We lay together about five minutes, nib- 
bling and tonguing each other greedily. 
She ran her fingers lightly along my 
back and thighs, reaching under to cup 
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and weigh my heavy balls. | began to 
suck and bite her breasts, while with 
equal passion she dug her nails into my 
ass and the back of my thighs and pulled 
my balls as if she would rip them off. 
This made me ready to go again. I had 
never withdrawn. 

“With a sudden movement, just to 
cool it, for I intended this time to throw 
her a fuck she would never forget as long 
as she lived, I withdrew all the way. She 
uttered a cry of mortal anguish when my 
cock pulled out, frantically raising her 
whole body and pulling me towards her 
with insane force. But I rigidly tensed all 
my muscles and raised myself higher in 
an arch over her so as to avoid entry, 
teasing her. She flung both thighs 
around the small of my back in a vise- 
like grip that was quite painful, from 
which my only relief was to pierce her 
again, which I did with slow, deliberate 
pressure, with only the head of my cock. 

“Finally, with tears streaming down 
her cheeks, she begged me, like a tor- 
tured victim impaled at the stake, to 
stab her, murder her with my cock, to 
tear her insides apart, only to move, to 
push and plunge with all my might, to 
finish her off. I felt a thrill of sadistic 
power, like a king or a nobleman, a 
powerful potentate of undisputed 
importance. | was King and I knew it. ] 
wielded my magic scepter for her to wor- 
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ship, to die for. Crazy fantasies raced 
through my brain.” 

Ira paused. 

“What happened?” I cried. 

He looked at me with a strange smile 
but said nothing. 

“Oh, no! You’re not gonna leave me 
with a raging hard-on, are you, you 
bastard? Finish the goddamn story!” 

“T was just thinking,” said Ira very 
slowly, “that I can hardly believe it 
myself, now that it’s over. It seems 
incredible that it happened.” 

“T oughta shove this up your ass!” I 
yelled, jumping to my feet and grabbing 
my stiff prick. 

“Hey, wait a minute,” he said, laugh- 
ing. “I didn’t mean to get you all upset, 
man. | was just thinking, you know, 
about that fantastic experience. No- 
body’s gonna tell me that sex is not a 
religious experience.” 

I groaned. “And frustration is hell,” I 
said. 

“Don’t take it so hard,” Ira joked. 
“After making it with that amazing 
chick I left India with a great sense of 
peace and fulfillment. It seemed to 
climax my study of Yoga. After that 1 
decided that sex is really a form of Yoga, 
common to everybody if they would 
only understand it and quit acting like 
it’s dirty and shameful.” 

“What's shameful and dirty,” I said, 
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“is frustration. My frustration. I could 
screw a pig in the ass right now.” 

“Well, don’t look at me, man,” said 
Ira. ‘I’m not a pig.” 

“Too bad,” I said, taking a step 
toward him. “But you’ll do.” 

“Not me,” said Ira, heading for the 
door. “I’m Jewish.” 

Among the more colorful residents at 
the hotel was a German beatnik called 
Sasha and, among the less colorful, an 
uptight young English writer called 
Peter, who constantly asked me where 
to score. One day I took Peter upstairs 
to meet Sasha, who lived in one of the 
attic ratholes at the top of the long spiral 
staircase. Heavy beams slanted down 
over the record player, and there was 
just enough space for a bed, table and 
chair, so that two or more people were 
practically thrown into each other’s 
arms. Sasha had dark brown hair and a 
bushy beard; there was a terrific smell of 
feet, socks and armpits. He wore thick- 
rimmed glasses and looked like a 
chunky young rabbi. As we entered he 
greeted us with a broad grin. 

“Sit down, baby; find yourself a seat,” 
he said to both of us. 

I took the chair, leaving Peter stand- 
ing stiffly beside me. 

“How much shit you want? It’s the 
best— Kamata, you know.” 

“You mean Katami? From Tangier?” 

Sasha’s mistake didn’t dampen his 
cheerfulness or slow him down one bit. 
“T like it better uncut like this. It’s bet- 
ter for a joint because more air goes 
through. You want I should make you a 
stick chust to try?” 

He rolled some of the uncut weed into 
a fat joint. He handed it over to Peter, 
who took a deep drag, thrusting his neck 
and chest forward and straining to get as 
much smoke as possible into his lungs, 
looking at that moment very much like a 
ship’s figurehead in a storm. His stiff- 
ness and uptightness contrasted strongly 
with Sasha’s complete looseness. Peter 
passed the joint to me, and I took a drag 
between tightly compressed lips. 

“It’s very good,” said Peter in his 
clipped accent. 

“How much you want, baby?” asked 
Sasha, beaming. 

“Five mille.” 

“Good. I gif you seven matchboxes.” 

He fell upon his job with the energy 
he threw into everything. First he 
unstrung the mouth of a plastic bag, 
then he dipped into it and scattered the 
weed on the table. He started chopping, 
not very fine, just enough to make it 
manageable, and pressed some into a 
matchbox. 

“T see from your accent that you are a 


subject of Her Machesty, the Queen,” 
he said. 

“Yes,” said Peter, ‘‘and you?” 

“Bavarian, baby. A real genu-vine 
Kraut. Heh, heh. But I’ve been every- 
where, and I might chust as well be a 
Chew, a Wandering Chew. All my 
friends are Chewish. I haf lived in Israel. 
They love me and [ love them.” 

Sasha prided himself on being the 
embodiment of hip. This was just before 
the term “hippie” came into existence. 
Sasha was one of the original ancestors. 

“IT don’t care if one is French or 
English or black or anything, man. I 
think maybe one day | will become a 
Chew chust because | like them. They 
are great people. I make myself look as 
Chewish as possible.” 

His bushy beard was forked, and he 
could have passed for a muscular, latter- 
day Moses. In fact, all of a sudden, in his 
messianic way, Sasha embarked on one 
of his interminable verbal flights of fac- 
tual information, goodwill and sheer 
baloney. He was unstoppable, a long- 
playing record, stuffing awkward or 
embarrassed silences with sound. He 
was really good at this and enjoyed it 
immensely. 

“You know, there are three main 
kinds of Chews in Israel? The Ash- 
kenazim, who come from Germany and 
Eastern Europe and speak Yiddish. The 
Sephardim come from Spain and North 
Africa; they speak Latino, and they are 
more or less the stupid ones, thieves and 
liars. Whereas the Ashkenazim are the 
professionals, the ones in high places, 
the intelligence of the country. They 
both have an ancient aristocracy, man. 
The Sephardic nobility goes back before 
Charlemagne. Did you know that? Any- 
way, the Yemeni are very simple and 
real; they are peasants, very honest. 
Maybe that’s because they can’t read or 
write. How many matchboxes is it now | 
made? I forgot the number.” 

“Four,” I said. 

“Listen, make yourself comfortable, 
baby. We got plenty of time. Blow your 
joint, man. You can play a record if you 
want.” 

He went on talking and counting out 
the boxes, giving Peter a very good 
count. 

I passed up the Beethoven 
symphonies and stumbled upon La 
Ralentie by Henri Michaux, spoken by 
an actress with appropriate noises sup- 
plied by eerie arrangements of drum and 
wind instruments. The poem spun out 
weird images like “electric currents shot 
through my ass and bones” —at least 
that’s what it sounded like to me, as I 
was already high and my French was 
pretty surrealistic at this point. Sasha 
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counted the stash, and Peter inhaled the 
joint, which we passed to each other, as 
if he would sail off through the beams 
and into the stars. 

One of the nameless girls from the 
hotel appeared, and Sasha said, “Hello, 
baby. No, don’t go away. Don’t take 
your Schonberg record yet. Wait, they 
wanna hear it, baby. No, sit down and 
turn on, man. Don’t be afraid. I’m a 
virgin. Heh, heh.” 

She giggled nervously and took a 
light puff of the joint as if to show she 
was a member in good standing. But I 
could see it was a thing of fear to her, 
and when Sasha suddenly jumped up in 
his busy way and took off his pullover 
and then his shirt, exposing powerful, 
bare arms and a thick neck, she kept 
turning her head toward the door like a 
frightened doe, as if she wanted to run, 

“No, no, sit down, baby. Wot’s your 
name? Here, on the bed, next to Uncle 
Sasha, the Bavarian beatnik. Heh, heh, 
heh. That’s right, baby, great. Don’t be 
afraid.” 

He patted the bed reassuringly with a 
big paw while she stood hesitantly for a 
moment. Then, in a shy, bashful way, 
she took a seat beside him. 

“Ah, that’s right, man,” crooned 
Sasha soothingly. ‘“You’re among 
friends. Ain’t she, fellows?” 

I smiled amiably, and Peter stood like 
a wooden idol, staring inscrutably at the 
frightened girl. 

“Tell them your name, baby,” said 
Sasha. 

“Marie,” she said, almost inaudibly. 

“Fine,” said Sasha. “Now we is all 
friends.” 

The presence of the girl, sitting 
uneasily in the cramped room, lent a 
sexual tension to the atmosphere. She 
was Dutch and looked about 18. As 
grass has a marked aphrodisiacal effect 
on me, although it does not affect every- 
one the same way, | began getting high- 
ly vivid sensations of an erotic nature. I 
told myself to cool it, to control this 
urge. It did no good. The heat of the 
bodies, their proximity in that tiny 
space, and the funky smell of armpits, 
hair, feet and crotches, made me woozy 
with lust. Sasha, who now looked like 
Hercules, had hard, bulging muscles but 
was a very gentle, nonviolent type. Peter 
was thin and dark and handsome in an 
old-fashioned Basil Rathbone way. And 
the girl—well, she was one of those deli- 
cate young Flemish types, all pink and 
white, with a slender beauty that 
seemed to cry out to be ravished and 
eaten. Was she, in fact, playing Rapo? I 
wondered. She seemed to be struggling 
against her curiosity about sex but play- 
ing hard-to-get. 
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My mind went galloping into a 
polymorphous fantasy of the four of us, 
interlaced, interfaced, hardly coming up 
for air. 

Sasha’s voice broke into this pleasant- 
ly perverted reverie. 

“You are a writer too,” he said to 
Peter. “I can see.” 

“That’s right,” said Peter. 

“Ja. And what have you got to say?” 

“TY don’t know what you mean, ” said 
Peter, not losing his English cool. 

“You know, man, like what is your 
right to existence?” 

“Just being here, I should imagine,” 
said Peter, totally unimpressed by the 
German’s pseudomystic hype. 

“The best thing I heard for anybody’s 
right to existence,” said Sasha, ‘was on 
the island of Hydra, Greece. We is work- 
ing the tourists, you know. They come 
every two hours on the boat, and we live 
off them. Tony, my friend, he say, ‘Man, 
I sing my song! That’s my right to exis- 
tence.’ Ja, that is the best answer I ever 
heard. Ain’t that right, baby? Hey, 
Marie, what do you say?” 

“Uh huh,” murmured Marie obedi- 
ently. She looked like she was afraid of 
being spanked if she came up with the 
wrong answer. 

It was all I could do to keep from 
pulling down her blue jeans and turning 
her over my knee. I took another hit of 
the joint, now nearly a roach, and got a 
rush that almost made me pitch forward 
toward the girl and grab her. 

“Who is saying anything important 
now, huh? Can you answer me that?” 

From the hush in the room I realized 
Sasha was addressing me. I tried to look 
thoughtful. My brain was scrambled, 
oozing around with the young bodies in 
the room. 

“Musil,” said Sasha. “Have you read 
Robert Musil? Very important. And 
Hesse. Siddhartha, man.” 

His voice was coming from some- 
where near the ceiling. Of, fuck, I 
thought. Sasha was going to make one of 
his mystic literary spiels. All just to 
impress the girl. I, too, wanted to 
impress her. But not with my mind. 
With something a bit more substantial. 
Yet I knew Sasha was right. /f anything 
is going to happen, it will have to be through 
this metaphysical bullshit, 1 thought. The 
only way to impress these honeys nowa- 
days. Sasha knew the score. He never 
lacked a piece, however occult it all 
sounded. He made them think they were 
getting fucked by God. Well, he got 
them into bed; that’s really all that 
mattered. 

“Listen, baby,” he was saying when | 
came down from the rafters. “Do you 
know what is going on in the world 


everywhere? It is like psychic electric- 
ity, man. Like Ouspensky and Gurdjieff. 
Madame Blavatsky. And all over from 
the East is coming things like Meher 
Baba and Subud. Something terrific is 
happening. Here, look, do you know 
this? The Lost Continent of Mu. Wow! A 
whole continent more advanced than 
ours sunk under the sea before Atlantis 
even!” 

The girl’s eyes were wide as he 
showed us a book and a sheet of paper 
covered with symbols which he had 
neatly copied from the book in India 
ink. Everything from India, | thought, even 
his goddamn ink. Gurus, ideas, symbols, even 
his shirts from India. But Sasha was going 
full-steam-ahead, hypnotizing the girl 
into passive obedience. 

“These symbols occur in every 
civilization, like the alphabet. Only it is 
a symbol-alphabet, not chust sounds. 
Each letter means something, is a 
phrase, a sentence, telling a story. From 
Mu and ancient India and Egypt. They 
all mean something important. Like 
there is some message, you dig. We gotta 
get the message or we is fucked, baby. 
It’s no good we go on masturbating and 
fucking each other. No good, baby.” 

His words reverberated through my 
head as if in a cavern with the sea break- 
ing against the cave’s mouth. Masturba- 
tion —and — fucking —each —other —no— 
good—no—good—good—good.... 

The girl was nodding as if in time toa 
steady rhythm, in religious rapture. She 
was slightly bent over, and Sasha’s hand 
grazed her cheek, her mouth, her ear, 
sensuously stroking. His other hand was 
also stroking. Her jeans were down 
around her ankles, exposing long, white 
legs, Sasha’s hand between them. Her 
denim shirt was open. His voice droned 
on with the deep resonance of a Zen 
monk chanting a sutra. Good... good... 
good.... 

The girl’s head nodded, her body 
swaying further toward me until we con- 
nected. Deep gurgles of infant joy rose 
from her throat. Peter, on his knees, was 
handjobbing himself. 

“Good...good...good....” Sasha 
kept intoning, keeping the rhythm, the 
faith. His fingers worked skillfully, 
expertly. ‘‘Come...to...God 
soeyeahs. °° 

After a wild dervish dance the top of 
my head blew sky-high, whirling way 
above the Eiffel Tower. Marie shud- 
dered as she swallowed the holy wine, 
eyes closed prayerfully. /f this is the third 
eye, 1thought, which opens when the others 
close, mine must certainly have opened with a 
bang. Then three more third eyes opened 
in achain reaction, popping off one after 
another like Chinese firecrackers. gs 
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ABORTION: MERCY OR MURDER? —Are 
we protecting the rights of women to deter- 
mine what happens to their own bodies or 
are we ruthlessly killing unborn human 
beings? Both sides of this legal, moral and 
political issue are presented by Marilyn 
Katz, a leading feminist and advocate of 
abortion, and by Jessica Page, a leader of the 
pro-life movement. The two articles are ac- 
companied by tough, no-holds-barred pho- 
tographs in the HUSTLER tradition. 


THE ASSASSINATION OF DR. MARTIN LUTHER KING, JR.— 


HUSTLER’s investigation of recent political murders continues with 
this hard-hitting report by famed writer and lawyer Mark Lane. Lane 
reveals that an eyewitness is ready to testify that James Earl Ray was 
not the man who fired the fatal shot. 


PROFILE: WILLIE NELSON—Veteran rock-music writer Joe Nick 
Patoski joined the top country “outlaw” on a trip to Hawaii. A 
behind-the-scenes picture of the man whose grass-roots soul has 
catapulted him to the top of the charts. 


THE SOLDIER AND THE WHORE-—A three-day pass and a passion- 
ate encounter with a Parisian prostitute. Fiction about an American 
soldier at the end of World War II, by Milton Savage. 


PHOTO-FEATURES— “Civilized” customs 
are thrown to the wind as a blond Beauty 
discovers her wild side in a lusty session with 
a primitive Wolfman. Next, a horny lass 
with a yen for men samples some Oriental 
sex techniques. And the centerfold spread is 
really a “spread,” with a look at one of the 
most gorgeous ladies we’ve seen. 


PLUS—Our regular dynamite features, BITS & PIECES, ADVISE & 
CONSENT, HUSTLER HUMOR, KINKY KORNER, SEX PLAY, 
BEAVER HUNT, HONEY and MAIL-ORDER FEEDBACK. 
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NOW ON SALE AT NEWSSTANDS EVERYWHERE, OR SUBSCRIBE BY USING THE COUPON ON PAGE 103. 


X-RATED MOVIES IN THE | __ Get the facts. 
PRIVACY OF YOUR from the 
OWN HOME! PROFESSIONALS! 


V.H.S. 


SPECIAL 
INTRODUCTORY 
OFFER! 
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BUYFOUR fF #7 
TAPES — 

GETA 

FIFTH ONE 


FREE 


WITH 

MEMBERSHIP IN — 
INTERNATIONAL — 
HOME VIDEO 
CLUB. 


Daily discount price quotations 
on video cassette recorders, — 
video cameras, accessories, 
blank video cassettes and big 
screen video systems—Sony, 
R.C.A., Panasonic, Quasar, — 
Toshiba, J.V.C., Zenith, etc. 


INTERNATIONAL HOME VIDEO CLUB, INC ts a legally authorized outlet for all of these major adult 
movies tats tC eee ee eee oe tee: 


Resection TOLLFREE 
comes a ok ran viet 800-223-2388. 


IHVC cassettes are available for Betamax and V.H.S. ¥2-inch video systems. 


To order. send your list of selections with name. address. and check or money order for $99.50 per In New York State, call 
INTERNATIONAL HOME VIDEO CLUB, INC. ; eae 
Dept 101 ; S & S Buying Service — 
| 155 East 55th Street 
: New York, New York 10022. 58 West 45th Street . 
Please indicate the make and model of your video cassette player. and the longest cassette New York, New York 10036 


it will play (one hour, two hour, etc.). 


CREDIT CARD ORDERS | 2 sey phloat ee Ss 

CALL TOLL FREE p 

: In New York call 212-421-5460. Dealer inquiries invited. 
: You must be over 21 to purchase this product. Allow 6 weeks for delivery, [ Dealer inquiries invited. 


